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flATER :I

i.A BIGR ,HIL SKETCH OF RKTI

On November 30, 1835, Halley's OoMt aPpeared, terri-

fying the backwoods people of 7vissouri. It was a natural

phenomenon, as vas another event wich took place that

nih2t. Samuel Langhorne Clemens w s born in a two room

shack in Flori(ia, issouri, but ro one thought much about

it. It seemed ii'kely that the little fellow would not live,

for any one of the other four Clerens children was more

robust and normal. Sam was a sickly baby, and grow to be

a nervous child with a vivid imagination. Ie gave vent to

this Imagination with wild schemes and fanciful stories. His

mind and body were always alert as was evidenced by his

dre as and nightly sleep-w walking.

he was born to a good family, John Clemens and Jane,

sho respected, but did not love each other. Jane Lampton

had been in love with a young medical student, and her

marriage to John Clemens resulted from a lover's quarrel

with the doctor. Though she was a good wife and a devoted

mother, she carried the dream of her young doctor lover to

her death. When she was an old wonan she made a trip across

the continent in a vain attenmpt to see the lover of her

youth.
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The family lived frugally during John's unsuccessful

career in various capacities--law, farming, and storekeeping--

and even more frugally after the father's unti ely death in

Hannibal. Though he was not a good provider, he contributed

much toward the developrent of young Sam's ability and inter-

est in books. "Fron his father caie his consistent integ-

rity, together with a logical and at the same time erciful

mind.

Life in Hannibal, Missouri, where the family had moved

shortly after Sam's birth, was indeed frontier. The town

had only 450 inhabitants, and though there was a certain

amount of culture and "class," there was enough wildness

about it to excite the imagination of high-strung little

Sam. He saw a slave killed on the street, men shot down in

drunken brawls, and a tramp burned to death in a jail fire

caused by the matches he and a friend had &uggled to the

culprit in a boyish effort to befriend him. Such excitement

would make an impression on any child. It did on Sam, as was

later reflected in Mark Twain's writings.

Sam spent many happy days visiting with his uncle, John

Quarles, at his farm near Eannibal. His farm appears in

several instances in the writings, both in Huckleerry Finn

and Tom Sawyer, Detective. He transported the farm in his

writings to distant places with apparent ease. "'It was all

Uinnie Brashear, Son of Missouri, p. 97.
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of six hundred miles,' said Mark Twain, 'but it was no trou-

ble; it was not a very large farm--five hundred acres, per-

haps--but I could have done it if it had been twice as

large, 2

His other was a strict Presbyterian, and though Sam

early desrted the church, the Calvinistic influence is

evident in his writings. He ridiculed the Sunday School,

hell-fire, and organized religion, Out his ever-present in-

consistency helped him to find companionship with the

Reverend Joseph Twitchell and to have a deep respect for

other people's religious lives. He could not honestly em-

brace religious creeds, yet he admired those fortunate

people who could.

In the sumnmer of 1847, twelve-year-old Sam went to work

at the local printing office and was apprenticed the next

year. his eldest brother, Orion, who had been working in

St. Louis as a printer, returned to Hannibal and with five

hundred borrowed 'dollars purchased a weekly newspaper. Sam

finished his apprenticeship and started working for Orion.

This proved to be a financial mistake but a literary advantage,

for soon he was printing ianny of his own news articles as

well as some of his original stories. A few years with

Orion's declining newspaper put the wanderlust into eighteen-

yeKr-old Sam, so he set out for St. Louis to seek hLs fortune.

Edward Wagenknecht, Mark Train, the Man and His Work,
p. 53.



4

After working a short period in St. Louis he was ready

to move on, this time to the East. During the next few years

he drifted from Philadelphia to New York, then to Iowa, where

Orion had made a more successful attempt at printing, but

1858 found Sam interested in a new career. The lure of the

river had captured him. Horace Bixby promised to teach him

to pilot a steamboat. It was a logical career, for Hannibal's

location had given him an early natural love for the Missis-

sippi River with its mystery and charm. He must have become

a good pilot, for during his river days he always seemed to

have money, and he was generous with his financial bounty to

his family. Many times when other river-men were idle he was

piloting one of the big boats, and there are no recorded ac-

counts of accidents occurring when he was the master. It

was from his river days that he adopted his pseudonym Mark

Twain, for "mark twain" or "two fathoms" was the cry the

pilots delighted to hear. It was the "all clear" sign that

the river's depth was safe for the boats to proceed.

In 1860 Orion was appointed Secretary to the Territory

of Nevada and persuaded Sam to go with him in 1861 to furnish

funds for the trip. Sam was free to make this trek since the

Civil War had brought to an end the river trade. At the close

of his river career Sam had joined one of the unorganized

bands of Missouri militiamen. It was not a successful ven-

ture, however, and the group disbanded as informally as it



5

had started. Twenty-six years had not tempered his adven-

turous spirit. His hilarious experiences as gold miner dur-

ing the boom times in Nevada did not prove to be lucrative,

but they, together with his associations with the rude,

healthy masculine element dominant in such a locale, pro-

vided a wealth of material for his later writing. Financial

difficulties finally forced him to accept a job with the

Territorial Enterprise, the first newspaper established in

Nevada.

After twenty-two months on the Enterprise he moved to

San Francisco, where he worked as a reporter and lecturer,

making trips to various neighboring towns. His lecture

tours soon broadened so that he had spoken in towns all over

the country, working for newspapers along the line. In 1867

he made his first trip abroad, with his passage paid by a

newspaper, and an order for letters and stories about the

trip. ;is letters to the Alta Californian were later col-

lected and changed somewhat, becoming his first published

book, Innocents Abroad, the popular reception of which

stamped him as the most widely read author in America. On

this trip he met a young man of wealth, Charley Langdon of

Elmira, New York, who, in the course of the friendship,

showed him pictures of his family. Among these were ones of

his invalid sister, Olivia, who was destined to play a vital

part in Mark Twain's life.
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For several years he contributed to newspapers and was

a most successful lecturer. He always spoke to capacity

audiences and completely captivated them. He knew he could

make a fortune at lecturing, but it was irksome to him: "He

loved his hour on the stage, when he could practice and re-

fine his art of playing upon an audience as upon an instru-

ment, but the other twenty-three hours of travel, of hurry,

of strange and usually bad hotels wore upon his always irri-

table nerves."3 He felt that his calling was for journalism,

but by this time he 'had met and fallen in love with Charley

Langdon's sister, and he knew that no journalist's salary

could keep Livy in the luxury to which she was accustomed.

He had an intense desire to acquire an interest in the

Buffalo Express which was on the market, so he planned an

mediate nationwide lecture tour to finance the purchase.

Livy's father advanced the money, however, to avoid the

separation the trip would entail, so the couple were married

on February 2, 1870. Mark Twain had married out of his class

and this kept him forever working feverishly to maintain the

financial status that he had chosen and Livy had inherited.

There has been some criticism of Mrs. Clemens concerning

her restraining effect on Mark Twain's literary achievements,

3DeLancey Ferguson, Mark Twain: Man and Legend, p. 144.



some of which criticism may be well founded. Rascoe4 and

Brooks tell us that the polished society into which his
wife forced him was stifling to the creative genius he had
once displayed. His especial genius, however, was of the

unsuppressed nature that required inhibiting. In consequence,
Olivia edited her husband's works, but the editing usually
consisted of changing words and phrases and eliminating ob-
scene expressions. She used her influence "against burlesque,

against extravagance, against blasphemy and irreverence of

all kinds, whether it shocked her personally or whether she

merely thought it might prove shocking to others.,"6 Neither

the writer nor the man resented her surveillance, but boasted

about it even to those who need never have known of it. Mrs.

Clemens was not an expert at writing, but she was well-versed

in social conventions, and the writer certainly needed much
supervision along those lines. Since he had chosen to live

a life of culture in the East rather than the virile life

common to the West, it was fitting and proper that he con-

form somewhat to such culture--shallow though it often appears
to be. His transformation was not complete, however, for his
good friend Howells tells7 of his famous sealskin coat, his

Burton Rascoe, Titans of Literature, p. 423.
5 Van Wyck Brooks, The Ordeal of Mark Twain, pp. 100-127.

Wagenknecht, 2,D. cit., p. 174.

W. D. Howells, ]y Mark Twain, p., 4.



8

sloppy suits, and his dishevelled hair, details of grooming

that are assuredly more in harmony with frontier life than

with city lecture tours.

The early years of their marriage were strewn with trag-

edy. Mr. Langdon died following a long illness; a good friend

of the Clemenses passed away at their home; their first child

was born prematurely, failed to thrive as a healthy baby

should, and died shortly after their second child, Susan, was

born.

During the next few years Mark and his family made sev-

eral trips to Europe, where Mark was the "belle of London."

He had to secure copyrights and deliver many lectures that

were most gratifying. He had the "irresistible personal charm"

that made him such a popular lecturer and made his "influence

over helming."8 But like most of his successes, these were

tempered by griefs. Livy was still weak from the early trials

of their marriage and suffered several collapses that forced

the f family to return home. In the meantime the third child,

Clara, was born. The Clemenses had a fine home built in Hart-

ford, but during its construction Mark's writing had to cease.

His forever-frayed nerves had almost reached a state of exhaus-

tion, for with Livy so ill he had to assume most of the re-

sponsibility. Jean, their fourth child was born soon after.

8Gamaliel Bradford, American Portraits, p. 20.
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Mark Twain never seemed to realize that he was not a

businessman. Although he was now launched upon his most pro-

lific period and made huge suts of roney, he was very often

near bankruptcy because of his poor investments. He was

always willing to back someonets new invention or give him a

start in business, and it usually took a new book or a lec-

ture tour to alleviate the financial strain. He had an expe-

rience with his own publishing house which proved to be most

lucrative for a while but ended the way of his other busi-

ness ventures. The company was burdened with huge debts,

which Sam felt a moral obligation to pay; and they were even-

tually liquidated by him through the proceeds of a world-wide

lecture tour and a number of publications. The family was

very extravagant, and it took vast sums to support them.

Their house-parties and dinners were famous and widely at-

tended, so it is no wonder that their yearly household ex-

penses were enormous. Had he been satisfied to write and

lecture, his income from the combined sources would have sup-

plied the family in their extravagance, but it was his gener-

osity and unfortunate business sense that kept him borrowing.

Although his wit was well-known, particularly in his

lecturing, one of his after-dinner speeches developed reper-

cussions almost fatal to his career. In 18717, at the height

of his fame and popularity, he was asked to give a speech at

a banquet honoring Whittier on his seventieth birthday. In

an attempt to outdo himself, since the banquet was to be
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attended by all the famous writers of the day, he made a

speech of glaring tactlessness. It was a hoax, which is

usually a questionable device, but the swiftness with which

this one reacted on him was unusual. It was a story of three

trapjs who imposed themselves on a frontier miner as Long-

fellox, EUerson, and Holmes, amid drunkenness and card-play-

ing and apposite selections from the verses of the authors.

At the end of the story carae the revelation that the three

men were frauds. Such a speech would offend any cultured

group and this group was no exception. There was no applause,

no favorable comment, indeed only one appreciative snicker

from a newspaper reporter. Mark Twain left the hall coi)-

pletely discredited, and though his huility was heartfelt

and his apologies were accepted, still his disgrace was felt

throughout the literary field. He and his family left the

States and remained abroad for several years, In fairness

to the author it should be stated that there were many who

thought the speech both proper and humorous. It was simply

inappropriate and unfortunate. That much was agreed.

In 1902 he made a visit to his home state of Missouri,

where he was showered with honors and attention. The state

university granted him an honorary degree, and Hannibal was

jubilant at its prodigal's return. If the town had questioned

his reverence, his tact, or his loyalty, it forgot its doubts

in the triumphal return.
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After many successful books had been published, the

family was again sojourning in Europe, this time in Italy.

Mrs. Clemens had never enjoyed the same robust health her

famous husband did, and this final trip had been made in a

vain attempt to help her regain her strength. But in 1904

she died in Florence, Italy, taking with her all the spirit

that she had apparently given her husband, for he had little

left after her death.

A few years later Oxford University offered Mark Twain

an honorary degree, and with his usual inconsistency he was

delighted. He hated monarchies so fiercely that he wrote

A Connecticut Yankee in derision of them. Yet a monarchy

had singled him out for this honor and he was most happy.

He had achieved a Doctorate of Law at Oxford along
with Edith Wharton, and that is the supreme irony of
his life, because the Oxonian tradition had been all
that he had been in rebellion against in literature and
Mrs. Wharton was the very antithesis of him in all
things.

He was so proud of the scarlet robes given by the institution

of learning that he wore them at his daughters wedding, and

was insistent that he be photographed in them upon numerous

occasions.

Mark Twain went out of this world as he came in--on the

tail of Halley's Comet, April 20, 1910, at his home in

Connecticut.

9 Rascoe, _.Q cit., p. 429.
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He had always been a difficult man. His varying black
moods made it almost impossible to understand him. Fergu-

son tells us that he was not capable of mercy or justice

when he was in one of his rages.10 He says further that
"the black moods were part of his nature, part of the price
he paid for his lightheartedness. Later in life, as troubles
thickened the moods came oftener, but the troubles did not
cause them, they merely intensified them and gave them

point.

Age tempered him somewhat, and instead of raging fury,

his moods reflected themselves in a sort of hopeless pessi-
mism as black as any erenow. He was deeply aware of an un-
wise conscience that often led him astray. He was completely
honest and as nalve as a child in his admission that he could
live a week on a compliment. He wrote and talked of "the
damned human race, " as only a perplexed member of that race
could do. Though he hated the race, he still loved and

needed individuals from it to give meaning to his life, for
he was entirely dependent on people and their personalities

to justify his existence. He feared solitude, he feared

death, he feared the hell he did not believe in; his life was
inhibited by fears. While he laughed he was master of the
arts; but when he dared to think deeply he betrayed his bewil-

derment at life's me aning.

10Ferguson, p_. cit., p. 236.

llIbid., p. 184.



C7PTER II

GEENFRAL STYLE OF CHARACTERIZAIAT

Anyone who reads Mark Twain's writings chronologically

observes that he developed skill as a humorist as he became

older. While he was yet a boy, writing on the Hannibal pa-

per for his brother Orion, he was a long way "from creating

an individual style, but he had already learned how to put

his observations clearly on paper."1 Even when he was

twenty-one he was "mentally adolescent and had neither any-

thing to say nor any individual medium to say it in." 2

None of his early writing shows any awareness of the true

tone of great humor, which is humility. As he developed in

his career he showed himself to be a novelist "of the first

rank, a painter of manners and customs, a remarkable analyzer

of character, a master of dramatic plot." 3 This develoPment

was due probably to several things. He might well have said

with Tennyson in his poem "Ilysses," "I am a part of all that

I have met," for no writer could reflect his own experiences

any more than he did. Every person he met, every place he

Ferguson, Mark Twain: Man and Legend, p. 44.

Ibid., p. 47,

W. P. Trent and John Erskine, Great American Writers,
p. 249.

13
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visited, every situation of which he was a part, found its

way to become vital to his writings. As he became older his

experiences widened, as he wrote more his style of writing

improved, and as he aged his memories became dearer, help-

ing him to become an outstanding novelist. Not only did

his wider experiences help him, but it is very probable

that a particular phase of his reading might have been an

aid. He followed his usual inconsistency in his choice oft

reading material. Although very light novels, or in later

years biography, were his favorite reading matter, yet Robert

Browning was also a favorite. Probably Browning's .marvelous

monologues, which are famed as character sketches, were

delights to Mark Twain, who was also gifted as a reader of

personalities, and must have proved a source of help in his

character analyses. The reader gains a clear picture of

the spiteful, jealous woman in Browning's "The Laboratory,"

or of the jealous monk in "The Soliloquy of the Spanish

Cloister, " or of the proud duke in "My Last Duchess." He

gets as vivid a picture of Tom Sawyer when he discusses the

joys of whitewashing with his sceptical friends, or of Sandy

as she elucidates the whereabouts of villain knights to the

Connecticut Yankee, or of the young prince as he voices his

intentions when he is no longer a pauper, but the king of

Ungland. From Browning he might have copied the art of

characterization by what people say, or perhaps he recognized

in Browning a fellow artist.
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In his later years Mark Twain assumed an attitude of

pessimism and a general disgust for the human race, "the

damned human race," as he was wont to call it. It led him

to sneer at people in his writings, and to brag of his dis-

dain for life. His despair becomes literary beauty in soae

of his epigras in Pudd'nhead Wilson: "Each person is born

to one possession vhich outvalues all his others--his last

breath." And again: "moever has lived long enough to find

out what life is, knows hov deep a debt of gratitude we owe

to Adam, the first great benefactor of our race. He brought

death into the world." His essays reflected this pessimism,

but his fictional characters, with the possible exception of

Laura Hawkins in The Gilded Age, did not; for though he

hated humanity, he loved and needed individual people. His

characters reflected this need for and love of people, for

most of them are charming and gay. This pessiiism is not so

apparent in his fiction as it is in his essays. It seemed to

be a cloak that he donned and doffed at intervals. He was

never temipted to write fiction when he was blue, but frog

such ioods caie essays like "What is Man?" "The Mysterious,

Stranger" and "Was it Heaven or Hell?" all of which nearly

crushed his wife. Although religion is not suggested as a

panacea for all ills nor an amulet to ward off moods, still

the lack of it seemed to be the basis for Mark Twain's despair.

He tried honestly to accept the Christianity of his wife.

Friends who ate with them during the first years of their
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marriage were surprised to hear him ask a blessing for the

food, or to read from the Bible, but soon he gave up such

demonstrations, for he felt he was a hypocrite. The loss of

his childhood faith, however, seemed to bring him utter de-

spair, which became a part of the world-famous humorist.

Of the technical aspect of Iark Twain's characteriza-

tions one could say that although his grammar is far from

correct, he gives the impression of deliberate colloquial

ease rather than of carelessness. Split infinitives are

coMion in his works, as are other mistakes, more or less

conspicuous or important. Many verb tense errors found cor-

rection only after they reached the printer. For these cor-

rections Mark Twain was graciously thankful. However, if

any of his punctuation was changed he was likely to pour

forth a tirade of invectives that would terrify the printer.

For punctuation and dialect Mark Twain considered his strong

points, and he wanted those left as he wrote them. He felt

that his experiences as a printer had taught him the correct

punctuation, so he demanded that his own be used. Dialect

was indeed a forte of his. Everywhere he went he listened

intently to the shades of pronunciation he observed. Then

he reproduced them--not only in his writings, but also in

his speaking. His natural drawl, inherited from his mother,

made him a Chautauqua favorite, and his cultivated ability to

reproduce dialects made him a "raconteur with an unequalled

dramatic authority," as his friend tilliam Dean Howells said
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of him. An amusing thing is noted about Mark Twaints pride

in his knowledge of dialect. In an explanatory note at the

beginning of Huckleberry Fin he points out that he has used

many shades of dialect, because he didn't want the reader to

suppose "that all these characters were trying to talk alike

and not succeeding." His pride in the forms of dialect was

well merited, for his shading is noteworthy.

As xark Twain lived, so he wrote, As reality and fancy

were intermingled in his life by his wild imagination and

his keen perception, so fact and fiction were closely linked

in his writings. It is difficult to draw the line where one

leaves off and the other begins. His adventures as a boy,

his dramatic river days, and his travel experiences often

appear, though much embellished, in a fictional work. In the

same way, his supposedly true stories are colored by his

inherited imagination so that they lose fact and gain fiction.

His mother as innocently mixed truth and fancy. A favorite

story of hers was the account of the capture of her daughter

Pamela by the Indians. It was a fine story, but it had never

taken place. From her, it is easy to suppose, he inherited

his gift of story-telling. As Wagenknecht says, "he was like

the too-iiaginative child Who is so interested in his day-

dreans that he loses the power to differentiate between what

actually happened and vhat he has only dreamed."4  The

Wagenknecht, hark Twain, the Man and His cork, p. 109.
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originals of Huck Finn, Tom Sawyer and his brother Sid,

Becky Thatcher, and Colonel Sellers, were all real people,

closely connected with his life. Likewise real places such

as Hannibal and the Quarles? farm appeared in fictional

works, though a bit altered as to character and location.

Since he had the ability to transpose actuality into fancy,

it provides a wealth of enjoyment for the reader, for his

travels covered the States and many foreign countries. His

various occupations proved an added benefit for his store of

experiences. One finds himself Wondering about the truth of

many of Mark Twaints stories as Huck Finn questioned the

veracity and contemporaneousness of the stories the widow

told him.

Another feature of his characterization is his use of

situations. He has away of describing his characters that

has recently become rather popular. Instead of pages of de-

scription, in the manner of Dickens and Hugo, he lets the

reader form his own picture of the characters by what they

say and that they do. In this way, the author minimizes the

importance of how people look, for their actions affect us

xore than their appearance. Thornton Wilder, in the play

"Oar Town," minimizes the importance of stage setting in the

same way, thus giving the action of the characters the true

spotlight. Some specific examples might serve to clarify

this statement. The reader assumes while reading To mSawyer

and the first pages of uckleberry Finn that young Huck is
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a tchip off the old block" and is a rascal, a ne'er-do-well,

and an unprincipled hoodlum like his father. However, Huck

was more than just neighborly and kind to the runaway Nigger

Jim. He lied, it is true, to save the Negro upon several

occasions. He pleaded with some men who were approaching

the raft, and who would soon discover Jim, the prize fugitive,

to come help him take his father, who was ill with small-pox,

into the village. The men reacted as Huck had hoped they

would, and quickly left the scene. In another instance Huck

risked his safety to save some cutthroats aboard the sinking

Walter Scott. Here again a fantastic story, a lie, perhaps,

seems the only plausible device by which to organize a rescue

party. The boy's ideas are good; only his methods are ques-

tionable. Upon another occasion the king and the duke, two

rascals of whom lHuck found himself an unwilling ally, executed

a swindle of great proportions. They ably managed to attach

themselves to the inheritance of the innocent Wilks girls in

full view of the girls' unsuspecting friends. Risking the

fury of the two cohorts in crime, Huck brought an end to the

fraud by stealing the fortune and hiding it in the safest

place he could think of, the casket of Peter Wilks, the la-

mented father whose body was lying in state. Once again

Huck's training was so limited that his methods were far from

honorable, but the results justified the means.

In the treatment of Sid, Tom Sawyer's younger brother,

Mark Twain uses the same means as he does with Luck Finn. He
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makes several short statements about him in different parts

of the book, and from them the reader forms his own opinion

of the boy. Tom outwitted his -Aunt Polly on one occasion,

and was doing a good Job of concealing it. She had sewed his

shirt on in order to keep him from going in swiiming. But Tom

went in swirning, and had neatly sewed the shirt again. Sid

called Aunt Polly's attention to the fact that i Kad used a

different color thread. There is no furtherr mention of the

incident, but the reader puts a r2ark against the despicable

little Sid. Later, Tom took a severe slap because of a broken

sugar bovil. Sid had been the guilty meddler, but it didn't

occur to Aunt Polly that it could be anyone other than :Tom.

One night Tom neglected his prayers, and Sid m ade mental note

of the omission. Another time Tom was studying his lessons

diligently, but Sid had learned his lessons days before. All

these terse treatments of character tell the reader far more

about Sid than a lengthy description about his height, color-

ing, and clothes could ever do.

In the account of the whitewashing incident the reader

becomes well acquainted with Tom Sawyer. He glamorized his

job of whitewashing the family fence in such a way that he had

many offers from neighbor boys for trinkets in exchange for

the questionable pleasure of doing Tom's work. His great

interest in Becky Thatcher, as shown by his protective man-

ner while the two children were lost in the cave, helps the

reader to decide for himself what sort of child the boy
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really is. He was mischievous in school and a terror at

home, but his good training at the hand of Aunt Polly became

evident when the time was right. Another incident that bears

repeating is the one in which Tom is angry and hurt at Aunt

Polly. He pictures himself dead and goes through all the

tortures his aunt, as well as the townspeople, would have to

bear if he should die. That reasoning from Tom is -so typical

of boys and men, of girls and women, that Mark Twain showed

himself to be a rare diviner of personality.

One thing that is evident about the general style of the

characterization is the slight exaggeration in most of the

characters. It is likely that this is due in some degree to

the fact that most of the characters are a combination of

many people. There seems to be a general assembling of pe-

culiarities outstanding in the friends and relatives of Sam

Clemens before any of the fictional people come forth. As

a parent notes with pride and dismay the traits in his child

that he may claim or pass to another member of the family as

inherited tendencies, so the friends and relatives could claim

and discard peculiarities of lark Twain's characters. Sam

Clemens, himself, was supposed to have been the young Tom

Sawyer, but his friends in childhood, John Briggs and Will

Bowen, were also models for Tom. John Briggs contributed

characteristics for Joe Harper's personality as well, so it is

evident that the final characters in the novels were a hodge-

podge of people whom the author knew or had known. As Paine
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created out of refuse from the whole human family.,5 All the

many faults of "the damned human race" were gathered to cre-

ate this king of the frauds. It would be impossible to avoid

exaggeration with such a conglomeration of personalities.

It should be noted, however, that the exaggeration is so

slight that one scarcely notices it except after careful

examination. The reader thinks that Tom Sawyer, Colonel Sell-

ers, PuddiTnhead Wilson ,and all the others are true represent-

atives from the human family.

Another of Mark Twain's devices in presenting his char-

acters is to invite the reader's sympathy for them to excuse

their actions. Many of the things Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn

do we would regard as inexcusable in a neighbor's child, but

because we can see what prompted the deed in Mark Twain's

characters we not only excuse them, but even laugh at their

antics. We are able to laugh at the king and the duke, but in

real life we would be the first to sign a petition to run them

out of town. We have to admit they could fool us, but prob-

ably because they have not offended us in person, nor outraged

our sense of modesty, even we can excuse them.

Although Mark Twain was very inconsistent both in his

personality and in his actions, his characters are remarkably

Samuel L. Clemens, Huckleerr Finn, p. xviii. All
references to the novels of Samuel L. Clemens are made to theDefinitive Edition, described in the bibliography. The novels
are referred to in footnotes by title only.
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consistent. Few of them behave unexpectedly or in a manner

not harmonious with their natures. Although the reader

does not actually anticipate every move the character will

make, still there is no surprise on reading the account.

Their moves are entirely congruous with the characters them-

selves. A particularly good exariple of this appears in The

Gilded Age. At first it might seem strange that Laura and

Colonel Sellers should adapt themselves so readily to the

society of Washington, D. 0. Such adaptability should be

expected, however, for although they were small Missouri

townspeople, they were used to being the "first people." In

their own town Laura was haughty and self-satisfied. Her

poise and composure provided town gossip and speculation as to

source and outcome. Washington noted the same serenity and

self-assuredness. It marvelled at her charm. Colonel Sellers

had convinced his local friends of his ability, his wealth,

and his power. Likewise, Washington society admitted he had

such attributes. As Howells says, in his criticism of the

book, "the man in it is deliciously true to himself."6

The Connecticut Yankee is another good example of Mark

Twain's consistency in his character development. The Yankee

is a showman. He spurns the opportunity to do things the

simple way if there is a spectacular way. Even when he is

faced with the possibility of death he conceives an osten-

tatious way of killing his enemies, and makes an electric

6Howells, op. cit., p. 118.
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fenee, whereby the enemy dead are stacked many deep in their

vain effort to reach the Yankee.

Huck Finn, after becoming owner of a reward of six

thousand dollars, was adopted by a rich widow of St. Peters-

burg. The widow intended to make a gentleman of Huck, but the
boy had been nurtured in the hogsheads of the town and found

the pernickety ways of the widow too distasteful to endure.

In The Prince and the Pauper the little prince remains

true to his character. For fourteen years he was schooled in
the manner of royalty, with servants, luxuries, and ease.

After he had changed places with the little pauper he found

that he could not be other than the Prince of Wales. He was

stubborn in his refusal to act like a beggar child, and he

demanded obeisance even from his devoted friend and protector,

Miles Hendon. Although at times the reader becomes annoyed

at the prince for being so proud, he must admit that Mark

Twain understood human nature well enough to know that no
prince could change and accept hardships easily.

The reader-observes that Samuel Clemens' wild imagination

is apparent in his fictional writings; that he presents his

characters through situation rather than description; that he
exaggerates his characters by combining many unusual or usual
characteristics, rather than following through with one per-

sonality, but that he is consistent in the presentation of all

his characters.



CHAPTER III

SIXTH-CENTURY ENGLAND

Although William Dean Howells considered Mark Twain an

outstanding storyteller, his ability lay not so much in what

he said as in how he said it. In each of his novels the per-

sonality with which he endowed the settings was almost as

human and certainly as real as that of the characters. The

earliest period used as a background for his fictitious tales

was the sixth century. It was a day when King Arthurts

Round Table was popular, when lords and ladies indulged in

court life, and when "ignorance was bliss." For Mark Twain

describes a society of happy illiterate people as a backdrop

to his story of a plain Connecticut workman who finds him-

self miraculously transported through the centuries to the

court of King Arthur. For one so irresponsible in dealing

with contemporary life, Mark Twain was surprisingly careful

in his treatment of the past. He painstakingly studied

valloryts account of the famous Court of King Arthur, and he

stayed well within the limits of possible alteration of

facts, which most writers feel is their prerogative.

The fields of Camelotxprovided a soft, reposeful summer

landscape for the misplaced Yankee. The peace and quiet,

broken only by the familiar twitterings of birds and buzzing

25
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of bees must have been a welcome relief to the mechanic from

the nineteenth century. His work had been that of a super-

intendent of a big arms plant in which he had learned to

make all sorts of mechanical devices, and to invent many

others. The fair green valleys, the ranges of hills, the

cushioned turf, all must have proved delightfully quaint to

the factory worker. The roads were winding and narrow and

appeared to be traveled only by horses. The tiny wretched

houses along the wayside were thatched cabins out of which

came their inhabitants to snicker and stare, then rush back

in to call their naked little children out to see the queer

newcomer. When the Yankee and his captor arrived in Camelot,

the only city of the community, he observed a number of stone

houses, set on crooked alleys which were unpaved. Hogs

rooted in the streets, suckling their families in the middle

of the main arteries of travel. Dogs and naked children

played in the sun, "making life and noise. "

The castles of the sixth century contributed their

charm to the period. There was a pleasant air of noise and

confusion in the castle upon the Yankee's arrival. He liked

the blare and pomp of the trumpet blasts and the subsequent

lowering of the drawbridge; he admired the paved courtyard

zith the towers and turrets; and he thoroughly appreciated

the greeting and ceremony upon his arrival, short-lived

though it proved to be. The room into which he was taken

was the banquet hall. From its lofty rafters waved gaudy
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flags, seeing to drift in the twilight of the vast heights.

Two large galleries held the spectators, wives and friends

of the guests as well as the entertaining musicians. The

floor was of large black and white stones, laid checkerboard

fashion. In this room was the famous Round Table around

which sat King Arthur and his knights. While the Yankee

abode at the palace he sorely missed the conveniences of his

own modest dwelling, but he observed the carved chairs, the

tapestries on the walls, and the numerous slaves for serv-

ants, and rather liked them. However, he would have traded

a servant for a looking glass or some soap, or even for a

match. He greatly Missed the convenience of a bell or a

speaking tube, gas, candles, windows, sugar, tea, coffee,

and tobacco. These were all minor conveniences, but to-

gether the lack of them made the Yankee miserable. He knew

the people had not yet learned the joys and comforts of gra-

cious living as a Yankee knew it in 1879, and he resolved to

acquaint them with their need.

Even in writing about the setting of a story it is nec-

essary to mention the society of the particular period or

place being discussed, for it is only with the society as

background that anay comparison or evaluation of the main

characters is possible. In discussing the people of the

day the Yankee says of them:

Arid the people! They were the quaintest and simplest
and trustingest race; why, they were nothing but rab-
bits. It was pitiful for a person born in a wholesome
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free atmosphere to listen to their humble and hearty
outpourings of loyalty toward their king and Church and
nobility; as if they had any more occasion to love and
honor king and Church and noble than a slave has to love
and honor the lash, or a dog has to love and honor the
stranger that kicks himJ11

The society into which the Yankee was unknowingly thrust was

a lethargic one. The people were lazy and sleepy. They

lacked ambition to improve themselves, for there was as yet

no incentive. They were too lazy to brush the flies from

their faces, too tired to chase the rats from around their

feet, even though the occasion might be a feast at King

Arthur's palace. This lethargy was evidenced by the country's

lack of advancement both socially and intellectually. Their

progress was entirely negative. They were not doing wrong,

but they were not contributing anything toward civilization.

They were not engaging in wars as the Rbman leaders had done,

neither were they building roads nor aqueducts nor sewers

nor buildings that would remain monuments to their progress.

They were tired, comfortable, smug citizens. Browning has

said that "Development means happiness; contentment--stagna-

tion." Perhaps sixth-century Englishmen were contented.

The underlying reason for the lethargic attitude of the

people was that they did not know to do better. Only a few

dozen priests in the whole country could read and write, so

nothing particularly constructive could be expected from such

a people. Their limited knowledge was gleaned from traveling

1A Connecticut Yankee, p. 62.
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churehLmen, or from "Hear Yes," of errant knights, but since

the source of their knowledge had not strayed far, the infor-

mation was usually local. It is small wonder that medicine

was backward, consisting primarily of vicious amputations

with sws and axes. There I little doubt that legal justice

was a matter of the whi of a judge, that Punishment was

cruel and agonizing, nor that law was merciless. Besides

lacking actual knowledge, the Ynkee must have been misguided

in his Powers of evaluation of people, for they made remark-

able advancement in a short time after they had leadership

and guidance. People must have native ability or latent in-

tellectual powers if such progress could be made in a few years.

Under the Yankee's leadership they followed into realms of

learning that brought them all sorts of unheard of comforts

for Their daily living, and untold joys for their leisure

hours. Near the end of the book the Yankee gives the follow-

ing summary of the results of his educational program:

Slavery was dead and gone; all men were equal before
the law; taxation had been equalized. The telegraph, the
telephone, the phonograph, the typewriter, the sewing-
machine, and all the thousand willing and handy servants
of ste and electricity were working their way into
favor. We had a steamboat or two on the Thames, we had
steam war-ships, and the beginnings of a steel commer-
cial marine; I was getting ready to send out an expedi-
tion to discover America.?

The people were not entirely ignorant or they could never

have aided the Yankee in bettering their condition.

2 Ibid., p. 398.
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The future of a nation does not always depend on the

literacy of its people, but rather on the vision they pos-

ses., In Proverbs 29:18 Solomon tells us, "where there is

no vision, the people perish," No child has lived life to

the fullest unless he has spent many hours in the realms of

fairies and pixies or other figments of his imagination. Nor

has a nation reached its height if its people have not pos-

sessed vision and dreamed dreams. It is necessary to draw

the line between day-dreaming and visionary dreaming, but one

must admit that great things are at least plAnned, if not

executed, by the dreamer. Perhaps King Arthur's court was

dreaming of a powerful England with world-wide trade and col-

onization. They were dreaming of something, for they were

accomplishing little in the materialistic world. The imagi-

nation of the people was running rampant, and some of the

tales that delighted the sophisticated companies of that day

would bore our modern child. They seemed to delight in fan-

tastic stories of capture by giants or ogres, and demanded

no proof for the most unreasonable stories. Groups of

knights would set out to rescue damsels who were supposedly

being held prisoner by enemy knights and would return from

the hunt With stories of great valor and daring that made

the rescue possible. Perhaps the story was prompted by the

rescue of a pig that was caught in some underbrush, but

likely there was no basis at all. They played at being sol-

diers as our boys with broomstick horses and wooden guns
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stalk the enemy. Their ready acceptance of the Yankee as

"The Boss" was as childlike as their belief in miraculous

captures. They were quite willing to accept this newcomer

with wholehearted belief.

fTheir naivete carried over to their morals, and whether

they were immoral or simply unmoral would be a matter of

speculation. They indulged in infidelity to their spouses,

making no apologies. It is customary in modern times to be

at least apologetic for such actions. Even the queen sent

furtive glances toward her lover, Lancelot, which, as the

Yankee said, "would have got him shot in Arkansas." Young

maidens accompanied knights on journeys that might last weeks.

Readers from another period would note with dismay that the

girl was unchaperoned. No one noticed it in sixth-century

England. Their jokes were vulgar, yet were enjoyed alike by

the king and queen and the scullions. In public gatherings

the great ladies and gentlemen of the land bandied stories

that "would have made a Comanche blush."3 It is common

knowledge that the talk and morals of society were very vul-

gar ad showed very little signs of improvement until nearly

the eighteenth century. Even when they stripped the Yankee

of his clothes at the feast so that, as he said, he was "as

naked as a pair of tongs," he was the only embarassed per-

son in the room. They discussed his body as unconcernedly

as if he "had been a cabbage" and Queen tuinever decided

3Ibid., p. 31.



she had never seen anyone with legs quite like his. One might

safely say without evaluating either one, that the Yankee's

code of morals and the sixth-century code were different.

The religious life, as depicted in The Connecticut Yankee,

shows Mark Twain's opinion of the early Catholic Church. He

regarded it as a body of superstitious people led as sheep to

the slaughter. He spares no feelings as he shows the igno-

rant ideas of the church members. Because they are fanati-

cally religious they often have to interrupt the murder of

their enemies to pray for their souls, or leave an enemy they

have ambushed without even robbing him, because it is time

to retire to a wayside shrine to give thanks. On one journey

the Yankee visits the hermits, pillar saints, and other reli-

gious enthusiasts, making derogatory comments about all of

them. The hermits, he decides, must be in a contest to see

who could be the uncleanest and most "prosperous with ver-

ti4min, They had their various prides, ranging from lying

naked in the mud and allowing insects to bite them unmolested,

to never lying down to sleep, at least while admiring pil-

grims ere in sight. The pilgrims gazed reverently and were

envious of the sanctity which these hermits displayed. The

most famous of the saints he observed was one of the stylite

saints. This particular one had a pillar sixty feet high

witn a big platform on that. He spent most of his hours bend-

ing at the waist, touching his feet with his head. The Yankee

,Ibid.,p. 204.
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timed him and found he made twelve hundred and forty-four

revolutions in twenty-four minutes and forty-six seconds.

It hurt the Yankee's sense of economy to see such energy

going to waste, so he fixed the saint with a series of elas-

tic cords so he could run a sewing-machine while he was pray-

ing. He turned out a great deal of work with such an attach-

ment, shirts that were sold to visiting pilgrims as protec-

tion against sin. Another group of ascetics he visited had

not bathed for a number of years because a well had failed.

For two centuries the monks of this order had lived in filth

and stench, for their superstitious natures made them believe

bathing had caused the failure of the well. All of the people

of the day were superstitious and feared witches who laid

curses on them. Merlin, the Court Magician, had enjoyed a

heyday before the Yankee's appearance, for the few tricks he

knew had made the court think he was sent from God.

There were several customs of the day that would bear

note. The tournaments involving defending and challenging

knights were well attended by the nen and women of the court.

They were picturesque affairs, with gaudy colors and flash-

ing armor. If one or the other knight was killed the crowd

cheered the winner most heartily, and to him went prizes and

honors for the victory. The women did not seem to mind greatly

if one of the knights was badly cut; that is, as long as she

had a good seat and could see the gory spectacle. Such a

tournament was considered the social event of the season. By
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which the Yankee took part. Since his honor was at stake he

felt he must accept the challenge, so, armed not with the

customary lance or sword but with his lariat, he went forth.

One by one the knights were dragged to the dust from their

horses by this rope twirler, but when several attackers came

at him at one time he had to resort to his revolver to defend

himself.

Another custom of the day was the feasting in which the

people indulged. T hey sat in huge banquet halls and gorged

until they were sated, then told historiettes and anecdotes

amidst drinking and reveling. Massive boars were consumed

until all that remained of them was a semblance of a hoop-

skirt; gallons of wine and mead were drunk, and trayfuls of

pastries were devoured. Each guest had an average of two

dogs that crouched on their haunches avidly awaiting a gnawed

bone. The feasts were attended by noise, confusion, and

raucous merrymakings, and the loud talk and laughter were

scarcely audible over the sounds accompanying their eating

and drinking.

Another custom of the day was slaveholding. There were

many slaves in Arthur's day, wearing the iron collar which

indicated their condition of servitude, and there were many

more who bore the name of freeman but were in reality slaves

to the king, the nobles, and the Church:
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To slave for them, sweat blood for them, starve that they
might be fed, work that they might play, drink misery to
the dregs that they might be happy, go naked that they
might wear silks and jewels, pay taxes that they might
be spared from paying them, be familiar all their lives
with the degrading language and postures of adulation
that they might walk in pride and think themselves the
gods of this world. tnd for all this, the thanks they
got were cuffs and contempt; and so poor-spirited were
they that they took even this sort of attention as an
honor.5

Mark Twain hated slavery of any kind, whether political,

social, or moral. He attempted to ridicule England as he

pictured it in the sixth century. The very monarchy he tried

to scorn gave him some of the greatest honors and glories he

ever received. As Mark Antony said of Caesar, "The evil that

men do lives after them." Mark Twain surely found only the

evil in chivalry, in a powerful Church, and in a monarchy.

In his successful attempt to burlesque the period he weakened

his arguments against the forces he chose to deride.

OIbid., p. 63.



CHAPTER IV

SIXTEENTH- CENTURY ENGLAND

In The Prince and the Pauper Mark Twain gives a picture

of England in the sixteenth century. It is very different

in many ways from the picture he presents of sixth-century

England in A Connecticut Yankee. There is no noticeable im-

provement in the country, but there is much more activity

among the people. There is a marked similarity in the slum

sections of all big cities from earliest records to the pres-

ent day. Poverty, squalor, filth, disease, and crime flour-

ish in such sections of any metropolis. Except for the few

architectural differences, and these are slight, a descrip-

tion of first-century Rome might be mistaken for one of six-

teenth-century London, or for one of present-day cities.

London of the sixteenth century had houses of three stories.

The second story jutted out over the first, and the third

over the second, giving the house the appearance of being

very top-heavy. The rafters were painted bright colors, de-

pending on the owner's taste, so that a street of such houses

was most picturesque. The windows were made of diamond

shaped glass, and they opened like doors on hinges. The

streets were narrow and dirty and children played in them to

complicate travel. Some say the population was a hundred

36
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thousand, and some think it was double that number. As

readers of the book we are particularly concerned with two

sections of the city, Offal Court, near Pudding Lane, and

Yestminster Palace, just outside the gates of the city.

Offal Court was a conglomeration of gloomy shacks filled

with uninteresting people who were fully as gloomy as their

shanties. The families usually lived in one room. Some of

the more fortunate tribes had a bed for the parents and old

bundles of straw for the children. The straw was kicked to-

gether for the activities of the day and piled to make "fresh"

beds at night. The rickety old houses were packed full of

wretchedly poor families who hardly knew there were those who

were better situated in life, so limited was their scope. They

cursed, they drank, they beat each other, they starved, but

they were Englishmen for all that. The children enjoyed the

customary kind of pleasures which seem universal to youth.

They dreamed of being kings and queens and played at court

life amidst the dirty hovels. They begged in the streets,

but because there were strict laws against mendicancy they had

to choose the proPer time and place to avoid apprehension.

There were many fairs which the little street urchins attended;

there was always some dancing and playing around the Maypole

at Cheapside; there were Punch and Judy shows to delight

them; there were gaudily dressed monkeys to entertain them;

there were many plays with shouting and murders for those who

could beg a farthing; there were games and races among
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themselves and canals begging to be waded in. There was

much activity in the slums of London for any child whose

parents could scrape together enough money to feed them, or

whose father and mother did not spend all they could earn on

drink. As overcrowding usually breeds discontent that ends

in crime, so did it in Offal Court. From the rabble in Offal

Court came a mob of unorganized criminals that roamed the

nearby woods. They were thieves, beggars, and vagabonds of

every description. There wre men with bandages on their

eyes, though their vision was unimpaired; there wer men jwith

woode,. les and crutches vwho had perfect whole limbs; most of

the group were frauds viho did not choose to make an honest

living. Some of them were murderers, but all were fugitives

from the la v. Most of the men had their female companions,

some of whom had earned their right to a place in the mob by

their ozn unlawful acts. The women were of as varied capac-

ities as were the men. Some were old hags, some in the bloom

of their years, while others were but rere girls. There were

several babies in the group, squalling sore-covered brats Who

had little chance to live or to enjoy life if they should

live. The mob avoided London, though apparently it had been

assembled there, for the laws were strictly enforced and mer-

cilessly executed in that city. They moved through the win-

ters among the smaller to-ns and in the forests. They des-

cended upon a town as a drove of locusts, each plying his own

trade and leaving the town as bare as the locusts leave a
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field. The children were trained in the fine arts of beg-

ging and thievery and were generally more successful at both

than their parents. A sniveling little waif sobbing stories

of hunger and want created more sympathy than a man or woman

with the same stories. If a town did not seem to be properly

syxpathetic to such tales, the children resorted to thievery

and once again outshone their elders. Often they wold de-

cide that a "clime" would help a beggar. These were artifi-

cially created sores produced by strapping poultices of un-

slaked lime, soap, and iron rust, to the limb until it created

an ulcer. Some of the group, though now they, too, were

criminals, had been forced to their station by some peculiar

quIrk of the law that did not recognize a man's need for food

for himself or his hungry children. One begged and was beaten,

begged again and lost an ear, begged again and lost the other

ear. But still he was hungry and still he begged. For this

he was branded and was sold for a slave. He ran away from

his master and was a fugitive with the other criminals. If

he was caught it would mean death by hanging. So as it has

always been, and likely shall always be, many of the mob had

been innocently associated with the group though they would

perhaps have chosen otherwise.

Near Offal Court, and closely associated with its people,

was perhaps the most outstanding single feature of London,

London Bridge. For six hundred years it had been standing

and its fame is still part of the traditional lore of the city.
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"London Bridge is falling down" is a calamity children sing

about throughout the world. Mark Twain must have been deeply

impressed by it, for his description is vivid. London Bridge

was a town in itself. Many children were born, reared, and

lived all their lives without going off the Bridge. It was

lined with shops of all descriptions, bakeries, food markets,

inns, haberdasheries. It even had its own church. The liv-

ing quarters of the people were above the shops. It is easy

to suppose that the Bridge had its own little aristocracy

composed of people who had lived for generations in the same

building and had inherited the business of their ancestors

for the six hundred years of the existence of the Bridge.

The noise and confusion of the narrow town, for it was but

one street wide and a fifth of a mile long, became such a

vital part of the Bridge's inhabitants, that they found it

impossible to be happy elsewhere. The story is told of an

old inhabitant who retired to the country after a long life

of noisy confusion on the Bridge. He could not be happy, he

could not sleep, he could not live until once more he took

up his abode on the Bridge. Shriveled and mummified heads of

conquered warriors lined the gates to the Bridge, denoting

successful missions of English kings at battle. The very na-

ture of the Bridge helped to add to the noise and activity on

it. No returning hero, no parade, no announcement might be

considered successful unless it proceeded on the Bridge, or was
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posted there. For here were hundreds of people assembled on

a street less than a mile long who would cheer and oblige the

hero in any way. It was an opportunity no vain royal person

missed. 'There were strange legends and glorious history about

the brilliant Bridge.

Outside the walls of London was the Strand, a street with

a compact row of houses on one side and a scattering of pal-

aces of rich nobles on the other side. The palaces had beau-

tiful grounds and gardens stretching to the river. Charming

Village was nearby, and thence down a quiet road was the

stately palace of the Cardinal. From the Cardinal's palace

one could see Westminster Palace, the pride of every loyal

EnglisIman. "The vast pile of masonry, the wide-spreading

wings, the frowning bastions and turrets, the huge stone gate-

way, with its gilded bars and its magnificent array of co-

lossal granite lions, and the other signs and symbols of English

royalty"1 were part of the heritage of one born on English

soil. The country-folk stood nearby, though at a respectful

distance from the gates, awaiting a glimpse of royalty. There

vere many splendid carriages arriving and departing from var-

ious gateways to the inclosure.

The spacious apartment where the young prince ate his

solitary meals was equipped with furniture of massy gold,

made priceless by designs created by Benvenuto Cellini.

1The Prince andthe Pauper, p. 11.
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There was a Diaper, the Earl of Berkeley, whose sole duty was

to fasten and remove the costly napkin from the Prince of

Wales neck. There was a Taster who, in former years, tasted

anything suspected of being poisoned, but now was just a fig-

urehead. The Chief Butler, the Head Cook, and many more were

present during the meals, awaiting commendation or criticism

fror the prince. The Chaplain blessed the food before and

after the meal, so all the details of eating were well taken

care of. There was even a lord to provide perfumed water to

rinse the royal hands and mouth after the ordeal. The great

banquet hall, which only a privileged few ever saw, was a

spacious room with gilded pillars and pilasters, and pictured

walls and ceilings. A high gallery ran all around the room,

and in this sat. the musicians and the spectators. In this

room the king did his "public eating," not eating with any-

one but under the careful scrutiny of invited spectators.

It was about as much trouble to dress as it was to eat.

At least it involved as many assistants:

In the beginning, a shirt was taken up by the Chief
Equerry in waiting, who passed it to the First Lord of
the Buckhounds, who passed it to the Second Gentleman
of the Bedchaxmber, who passed it to the Head Ranger of
tindsor Forest, who passed it to the Third Groom of the
Stole, who passed it to the Chancellor Royal of the
Duchy of Lancaster, who passed it to the Master of the
Wardrobe, who passed it to Norroy King-at-Arms, who
passed it to the Constable of the Tower, who passed it
to the Chief Steward of the Household, who passed it to
the Hereditary Grand Diaperer, who passed it to the Lord
High Admiral of England, who passed it to the Archbishop
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of Canterbury, who passed it to the First Lord of the
Bedchamber, who took what was left of it and put it on
Tom.2,

MIark Twain does not make so much mention of the relig-

ious life of the people in The Prince and the P Aper as he

does in A Connecticut Yankee. He makes only two allusions to

it. In one, Tom mentions that the good priest, Father Andrew,

had taught him Latin. Since the boy did not attend school,

it is likely that the priest had taken a fancy to him and was

instructing him in the language. The other mention he makes

of it is in the incident of the mad hermit. The prince sees

the house and hears the hermit praying, and supposes that

here is a godly man who will hide him from his persecutors.

Though the hermit prays loud and reads the Bible long, he is

a madman with evil intentions, and it is only by good fortune

that the prince escapes him.

Mark Twain gives several dissertations on English law and

many instances showing the application of it. There are many

notes in the back of the book from Hume's Historyvof England,

Trumbull's Blue Laws, True and False, as well as other author-

ities on English law and history. Most of his examples are

taken directly from historical accounts of "justice," English

law has always been notorious for its lack of mercy, and its

revisions have come none too soon. For begging, the punish-

ment varied, depending on the number of offenses the culprit

had committed. Lashing and putting the offenders in stocks

2Ibid., p. 99.
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were the punishment meted out for the first several times.

Removal of the ears was the next in order, with slavery for

the final punishment. If a slave escaped his master and was

apprehended, hanging was the result. For religious offenses

the punishment was always severe. Two friends of the prince,

whose only crime was being Baptists, were burned at the stake.

The penalty for stealing depended on the amount stolen, if

the value of the article stolen was above thirteen pence ha'

penny, the culprit was hanged.

Mark Twain relates one story of a man who was scheduled

to be coiled alive for poisoning. The evidence had not even

been circumstantial, but a witch had foretold the death of a

man who was ill. He had a visitor who resembled the accused

and shortly afterward he died. The doctors said his symptoms

were those of someone who had been poisoned, though there was

no evidence of any poison. The accused was found and quickly

convicted. The Prince of Wales was able to identify him and

the man had not even been in the vicinity of the death at that

time. He was freed and the punishment of boiling people alive

was stricken from the law.

Another case the young prince judged was one for which

the penalty was hanging. A woman and her nine-year-old daugh-

ter were accused of selling themselves to the devil. Someone

had seen them in the vicinity of a vacant church and sus-

pected what they had been doing. Soon afterward a violent

storm had taken place. The mother and her daughter were seen
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taking off their hose so the natural assumption in that super-

stitious day was that the devil had sent the storm in payment

for their souls. The prince knew the accusation was stupid.

He told the woman she could go free and let her little daugh-

ter be spared a death by hanging if she would have the devil

send a little storm. The woman wept bitterly and said she

surely would if she had any such power, in order to save her

daughter 's life. The prince insisted this was conclusive

proof of her innocence, for no woman would withhold the power

to save her daughter's life is she could help her, so the two

were freed.

Sixteenth century England had some interesting customs,

most of which were closely connected with the life of the

nobility. People have always loved pomp and ceremony, and

the pageants the English people produced were indeed spectac-

ular. The first one which Tom Canty witnessed, after assum-

ing his role as Prince of Males, was the River Pageant. The

river, as far as the eye could see cityward from the palace,

was covered with boats and pleasure barges, elaborately dec-

orated with fringe, crests, lanterns, and flowers so that the

array resembled moving gardens. The file of forty or fifty

state barges richly gilt and elaborately carved, was towed

past the castle. Files of men, costumed in costly raiment,

assembled to do homage to the prince. "0, Tom Canty, born in

a hovel, bred in the gutters of London, familiar with rags
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and dirt and misery, what a spectacle is this4" The Recog-

niuion Pageant or parade was held the day before the Prince

of Wales was to be crowned King of England in Westminster

Abbey. The Participants started from the castle and floated

down the Thames in splendid barges and gorgeous array. Then

they mounted magnificent steeds and rode through the streets

amid spontaneous ovations from the populace.

Mark Twain wanted to make certain that his readers un-

derstood one thing about sixteenth-century England. He rec-

ognized the great distance between the noble class and the

pauper class and he wanted his readers to become aware of

it. He wanted to show how far apart the people in each class

were from those of the other group, and how difficult it

would be for a representative to bridge the gap that sepa-

rated them.

Ibid., op. 56,



CHAPTER V

iINETEENTH-CENTURY UNITED STATES

Gilbert Keith Chesterton, in the introduction to the de-

finitive edition of Pudd'nhead Wilson, makes a striking com-

parison between Mark Twain's attitude toward England and his

attitude toward America. He points out that Mark Twain knew

the customs of his own country and the contemporary period

much more intimately than those of sixth-century and six-

teenth-ceitury England. He understood and appreciated the

chivalry of his people and so he made the necessary excuses

when it appeared little more than barbaric. The old English

chivalry he dismissed as barbaric and stupid, though, except

for the veneer, there was little difference between the two.

Jh n a person lives in a situation he is much iore capable

of unaerstanding it, though possibly not of evaluating It.

Although Mark Twain might have been able to evaluate early

England, he certainly could not iake such a judgment of the

time nor place in which he was living. Hence, The Connect-

icut Lankee and The Prince and uhe Pauer are satires on
British life, while Puddinhead Wilson, Tom Sa or, Huckle-

berry Finn, and The Gilded e are more sympathetic to

American life. His finest novels, Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry

Finn, were taken from his own experiences, and the scenes

47
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were familiar ones from his childhood. Mark Twaints ability

lay in reproducing intimate experiences rather than creating

new ones. All of his novels of American life are superior.

There was a noticeable similarity in the midwestern

American towns of the nineteenth century. None of the ener-

getic frontier life was present. That had moved farther

westward with the opening of the new territories. None of

the enterprising Eastern business spirit had pervaded the se-

rene atmosphere. That was to come and go with railroading.

Only a sleepy, smug populace inhabited the land. Typical of

such towns was St. Petersburg, Tom Sawyer's home town. St.

Petersburg was, in reality, Hannibal, Missouri, Mark Twaints

childhood home. It was built on the Mississippi River, the

biggest landmark of the middle west, and Mark Twain's land-

mark. For, from the ississippi River all his stories seem

to flow. There is no wonder that it was such an influence on

the lives of the St. Petersburg youths, for it was a mile

wide at the town, it provided the only practical outlet for

goods and for the influx of culture and knowledge of the out-

side world, and it proved the only source of romance and ad-

venture for the people. St. Petersburg had its class distinc-

tion as plainly marked as did Washington society; it had its

piety and God-fearing people as did Boston; and the combina-

tion created St. Petersburg. McDougal's Cave, another land-

mark for that vicinity, with its spacious caverns, its omi-

nous passages, its numerous springs, and its ancient
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stalactites from the ceaseless drip of centuries, was equally

important to Mark Twain and Tom Sawyer. In McDougal's Cave

Becky and Tom were lost, and Injun Joe met his death. The

lure of the cave and the magic of the great river were

sources of romance to the otherwise dull town.

Dawson's Landing, Pudd'nhead Wilson's home town,was on

the issouri side of the Mississippi River, half a day's

journey by steamboat below St. Louis. It was much more pic-

turesque than St. Petersburg. Its houses were modest one or

two story dwellings with whitewashed walls that were nearly

hidden by tangles of flower-bearing vines. Window boxes were

likewise flower filled, allowing room only for the family cat,

which Mark Twain was wont to put into every tranquil scene,

for he dearly loved cats of any description. The business

district was not so colorful, but it had a few red brick es-

tablishments to brig. hten the otherwise discouraging view. It

was a slaveholding town, so there was much valuable land back

of it, made so by the labors of the unfortunate slaves. It

was a sleepy and comfortable town and was very much contented

with itself. Since it was located on the river, its steam-

boat trade was important to Dawson's Landing. But it was

such a small town that although the boats belonging to the

little Cairo line and the little Memphis line stoppedelhre

regularly, the larger boats stopped only when they had a pas-

senger to leave or some Dawson bound cargo. So really, Daw-

son's Landing was a town of little importance, except to its

own few inhabitants.
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Those inhabitants were good people; they were good and

uninteresting, as is so often the case. They were suspicious

of newcomers and did not welcome any changes in their little

community. They eyed David Wilson cautiously, but probably

would have accepted him to their inner circle of "home folks"

except for a rather casual remark he made. The townspeople

were entirely lacking in humor, and when young David remarked

about an obnoxious dog that he wished he owned half of it,

the people were amazed. When he went on to say that he would

kill his half of the dog, they put him. down as a fool, and

gave him the nickname of PuddInhead. For whoever heard of

killing half a dog? Didn't the sill tan know the whole cog

would die? Many of their temarks about the newcomer showed

their lack of humor as well as their lack of hospitality.

But they recognized worth and reliability, and soon depended

on Pudd'nmhead Wilson for their big decisions and judgments.

Bricksville, Arkansas, is described in Huckleerr Finn.

The houses were one or two story frame buildings which had

been spared even a first coat of paint or whitewash; the

fences were such that they didn't even keep pigs out of the

gardens, but it didn't matter, because jimson weeds and sun-

flowers and old shoes were all that were raised in the gar-

dens. The streets and lanes were mud, and the mud was black

and sticky and deep. But this seemed to be no hindrance to

the hogs, which were absolutely content to root or feed their

young in the middle of the seldom-used thoroughfares. An
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occasional dog-fight or hog chase by a score of dogs was the

only break in the monotonous scene. The "shopping district"

was along one street, making it convenient for the loafers

to see their fellow loafers at the other stores without mov-

ing. There were packing boxes along the way where the more

industrious "nail-polishers" might whittle as they chewed

their tobacco and spat thick amber streams at drowzy flies

crawling in the dust at their feet.

The Bricksville population suggested that they were liv-

ing in the town because they had not the energy to take them-

selves elsewhere. Their constant yawning and gaping and

stretching were not evidences of energy but involuntary mo-

tions over which they had little control. Their yellow straw

hats, which were almost as wide as an umbrella, kept the hot

sun off their faces, and they were quite necessary, for as a

rule the men were too lazy to move out of the glare of the

sun. They were experts at the art of cursing, and they prac-

ticed their art often. They all loved whisky and the fights

which followed their drinking parties. It was in Blricksville

that the duke and the king held their Royal Nonesuch, which

was a vulgar show, and which would appeal only to people like

those in Bricksville.

Obedstown, Tennessee, was more southern than midwestern,

/but it is most fitting to include it with the other midwest-

ern ones, for it had the same run-down-at-the-heels look and

the same lack of aMbition on the part of its leading citizens.
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It boasted fifteen houses, The fifteen looked exactly alike.

They were log cabins in various states of decay, embellished

only by rubbish, dogs, pots, children, and cats. There was

no effort to keep up appearances for the neighbors, because

the neighbors were as tired as anyone and made no effort ei-

ther. The social event of the week was the arrival of the

United States mail. All the townspeople assembled to hear

news of the outside world. Obviously Obedstown showed no

signs of "the gilded age" that was current.

St. Louis is a midwestern town, but even in the nine-

teenth century it was considered as an eastern city, for its

size, industry, foreign element, and attitude were more east-

ern than western in aspect, and they heartily agreed with new-

comers in thinking it should be the national capital. Its lo-

cation on the Mississippi River gave it trade from north and

south and its size drew eastern business interests to it. It

had an ideal location to become a metropolis of great size.

Hadleyburg is a town about which little is known, It ap-

pears in a short story bearing its name, "The Man that Cor-

rupted Hadleyburg." There is no physical description of it,

but one does not notice the lack of knowledge of its size,

appearance, or location. Upon completion of the story the

reader says with the visitor to the town, "What a mean place"

But the visitor put it thus:

"It is a mean town, a hard, stingy town, and hasn't
a virtue in the world but this honesty it is so celebrated
for and so conceited about; and so help me, I do believe
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that if ever the day comes that its honesty falls under
great temptation, its iand reputation will go to ruin
like a house of cards.

And the visitor's prophecy came true. As with most individ-

uals, Hadleyburg had a virtue which had become a vice because

it was practiced to the extreme. It was an honest town. Its

children were taught honesty from the cradle to the grave.

But the town regarded it as a virtue to be possessed rather

than one to be practiced. The people became so passionately

desirous of this virtue that neighboring towns considered

Hadleyburg incorruptible. Likewise they considered the inhab-

itants incorruptible and supposed that any person from the

town had honesty as a part of his being. In an attempt to

crush Hadleyburg at its most vulnerable place, the stranger

tested its honesty, and every leading citizen failed, proving

that he was most corruptible. The story reflects Mark Twain's

pessimistic view of the human race, that "every man has his

price." He gives the town such a personality that it might

well be discussed as a person.

The people in 'the towns were not vastly different from

the towns themselves. As one would suspect, they were poorly

dressed, dirty, slovenly, and lazy. Most of the townspeople

were pious--at least their church attendance would indicate

that they were. Their attitude toward their fellow man was

not usually prompted by the Golden Rule, but they were good

ltThe Man That Corruvvted Hadleybur " and Other Esssays
and StoiPs.T6Y
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church people. Most of them were superstitious and governed

their lives according to their fears. Hair balls, dead cats,

snake skins, and omens of all sorts are frequently talked of

in the novels.

There are two communities that should be included in a

discussion of nineteenth century United States as presented

in Mark TLwain's fiction. Both of them appear in Huckleberr

Finn as rural communities. One of them is the farm of Silas

Phelps, which is copied from the John Quarles farm near

Hannibal. John Quarles was Samuel Clemens' uncle. Although

it is not a farm of wealthy people, it is comfortable and it

presents a picture of easy living that sounds most attractive.

There are several slaves so that the family is not obliged to

work hard. There is food aplenty and to spare, for Huck talks

about having enough food for seven families at one meal. The

various members of the family group are devoted to one another,

so there is harmony in the household.

The other rural community is the Grangerford Farm. The

Grangerfords were a wealthy southern family that was feuding

with the Shepherdsons. Their house had the magnificence of

a town house, and was the first country home Huck had seen

that resembled the town elegance. It had a brass door knob

instead of an iron latch or a wooden one with a buckskin

string; it did not have a bed in the parlor; there was a big

fireplace with clean bricks on the bottom that were kept so

by scrubbing them with water and another brick; there were
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brass andirons; and there was a mantelpiece clock that struck

the hours. It was sumptuous living at the Grangerfordis

house, and Huck Finn recognized it and loved it, for although

they were wealthy, they knew the art of comfortable gracious

living and they made every visitor feel welcome and at home.

The only city that Mark Twain discussed in much detail

was Washington, D. U. and since Charles Dudley Varner was a

co-author of The Gilded 4e it is likely he was an influence

in the description. The chapter dealing primarily with the

satire on Washington is attributed to Mark Twain, himself,

however, and it is easy to recognize his sarcastic humor in

it. He ridicules the train service in and out of the capi-

tal- city, the capricious weather, the location of the Capi-

tol, so situated he says, because of unreasonably priced

property when the original site was chosen* All of these

criticisms are well-founded, perhaps, but the reader cannot

avoid making the observation that whenever Mark Twain tried

to be funny his humor becomes cynical and cruel. His true

humor was found in passages in which there was no attempt on

his part to be funny but just to be himself.

The society of Washington was far different from that of

the small towns, for it attracted the energetic people from

all parts of the country to lead the government. True, the

natives of Washington spurned the congressmen as customers,

for they had reason to question the honesty of the leaders,

but they were vigorous, forceful people, although they were
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not always scrupulous about their morals. As in most cormnu-

nities, there were several classes of people assembled in

the capital city. There were those with ancestors, those

with oney, and those with jobs. The people with family

backgrounds mi aintained a society entirely aloof from those

who ere newly rich or thoie who had been elected to serve in

ocapa(,City of the government-. Someties they had money,

vu cdte all they ad was a baokground of ancestors which

they thcuyvht entitled them to be roud and snobbish. There

ar0 clwayS people with money but nothing else, and there was

that type in Washtngton. They attem'npted to buy their way

into many things, and of course they succeeded many times;

that is, if the ancestor-lovers were in need of money. The

politicians and their wives had their own society, for as a

rule they had neither background nor money, just a job. 'he

Gilded de gives a good, though of course a biased, picture

of Washington, D. C. in the gay period of the nineteenth

century.

Mark Twain presents a delightful picture of America in

the eighteen-hundreds. It is a picture of a society that is

rather lazy and uninteresting as were those people in King

Arthur's day, but one that is just as charming to live with

as were those chivalrous knights and ladies.



CHAPTER VI

WOMEN

'mark Twain's genius lies in his humorous approach to

life. Although his forte is not characterization of people,

yet many of his creations are as familiar as next-door neigh-

bors, because of the rare sense of humor and understanding

with which the author endows them. The reader is delighted

with the mischievous pranks and even with rather vicious acts

of characters, although in real life they would offend his

sense of good taste. Perhaps his secret lay in the fact that

he drew from his experiences even for his fictional charac-

ters.

In most of his writings about Mark Twain, O'Hi.ggins

seem s wrong, but he rightly gives Mark Twain's mother credit

for his sense of humor when he says: "the actual technique of

his humor was imitated from his mother. Whom a child loves,

it imitates. He imitated from her his drawl. None of her

other children had it. She called it 'Sammy's long talkJ"'1

Her humor was biting and sarcastic as was that of her famous

son, and the delivery of her witticisms was straight-faced

and in that well-known effective drawl that made Mark Twain

such a beloved and much-sought lecturer.

H. J. O'Higgins and Edward Reede, The tmerican Mind in
Action, p. 32.

57



08

In writing of people, the author seems to have in mind

the general impression he wishes to create, then works toward

that goal, for few of his remarks seem wasted or useless, but

lead to the general picture of the character he presents.

Whatever the source of Mark Twain's characters, he must have

had a high regard for womankind, for most of his women are

lovable and lpyal. From his deep love for his wife, Livy,

must have come the understanding that created the tender

phrases the Connecticut Yankee said to his wife, Sandy; and

many of the tendernesses Tom Sawyer bestowed on Aunt Polly

must have originated in his childhood home. Even the women

who are not moral or fine are so dealt with that his high re-

gard is still manifested.

In his older women, the "mother types," there is a deep

understanding and gentleness toward their families. Mrs.

Hawkins, in her Tennessee home of squalor and poverty, might

well have bred a resentment for her husband, who had provided

so little of the earth's material blessings. Instead, she

answers his desire to travel to Missouri with a very deep love,

telling him he is out of his place with unappreciative groping

people. She is an exemplary wife when she says: "'I would

go anywhere, anywhere in the wide world with you. I would

rather my body should starve and die than your mind should hun-

ger and wither away in this lonely land."'2 Mrs. Hawkins

2 The Gilded J , Vol. I, p. 10.
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further proved the depth of her love and understanding when

Mr. Hawkins "adopted" a boy without saying anything about it

to her, She was not angry; indeed, she was justly proud that

her husband so complimented their love that he finished the

matter without her knowledge, confident that she would ac-

quiesce.

Margaret Bolton was also a wise and understanding wife

and mother. She had led a life of ease in a Philadelphia

mansion when, without warning, the family fortune was gone.

This loving Friend mother consoled her husband:

"That will be the least of misfortunes," said Mrs.Bolton, cheerfully. "If thee can clear thyself from debtand anxiety, which is wearing thee out, we can live any-where. Thee knows we were never happier than when wewere in a much humbler home." 3

Again, Livy must have proved the inspiration for this picture

of a devoted wife. She accepted the disgrace which her hus-

band brought on her by his ill-timed Whittier speech, she bore

ill health which fell to her lot, and she suffered a veritable

gambler's existence of fluctuating bankruptcy and wealth, and

still remained steadfast and true and her husband's inspiration

throughout her lifetime.

Mothers learn early that with young children it is wise

not to be "shocked" by anything their families say or do, for

such an attitude on the part of parents soon alienates there

from the confidence and love of the child. There must be

3 Ibid., Vol. II, p. O180
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other attitudes for the misdemeanors of their children.

Mark T wain recognized this, and probably he and his wife had

met the problem wisely in their family, for he used it in his

work when he had Margaret Bolton meet her daughter's foolish-

ness by being too wise "to be either surprised or alarmed by

these rumors."4 If these two women were the only ones in

The Gilded ;ig the reader might well get the impression that

the mother type of woman was Mark Twain's chief delight, and

truly that type is his finest woman portrayal. T he other

outstanding women in this book do not seem typical of his

work. Probably the idea for them, at least the more sophis-

ticated ones, came from his co-author, 0. D. Warner. Mr.

amner was a polished society-loving Easterner. Even the

friendship of the two men seem incongruous with their na-

tures; their co-authorship seems most unbelievable. The re-

sult of this strange combination is a book vith the strongest

plot of any of Mark Twain's fiction and a conglomeration of

characters that can easily be sorted as to authorship.

Several mothers in Mark Twain's novels are very emotional

--crying, whipping the children, laughing, moaning, and in

all ways showing themselves to be emotionally immature:

Tom got more cuffs and kisses that day--according to Aunt
Polly's varying moods--than he had earned before in a
year; and he hardly knew which expressed the most grate-
fulness to God and affection for himself.0

Aunt Polly's sister, Aunt Sally, was equally effusive in her

4Ibid., p. 253. 5 Tom Sawyer, p. 153.
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affection, which she lavished on Huck Finn in a case of mis-

taken identity. Huck tells about it: "She grabbed me and

hugged me tight; and then gripped me by both hands and shook;

and the tears come in her eyes, and run down over; and she

couldn't seem to hug and shake enough. 6

Aunt Polly's discipline was a bit questionable, for she

was neither consistent nor fair in the administering of it.

But her "heart was right" although her actions were not al-

ways wise. Once, when she knew she had punished Tom unjustly,

she considered an apology:

Then her conscience reproached her, and she yearned
to say something kind and loving; but she judged that this
would be construed into a confession that she had been in
the wrong, and discipline forbade that. So she kept
silence, and went about her affairs with a troubled heart.
Tom sulked in a corner and exalted his woes. 7

Mother hearts are often saddened by news from their chil-

dren which is meant to be good. Some new love affair, a big

business venture, a proposed trip--many things bode evil to a

discerning mother but seem glamorous to youth. Washington

Hawkins brought just such thoughts to his mother, for he wrote

in glowing terms of a business venture with Colonel Sellers:

Poor lad, he could not know that his mother would
cry some loving, compassionate tears over his letter and
put off the family with a synopsis of its contents which
conveyed a deal of love to them but not much idea of his
prospects or projects. And he never dreamed that such a
joyful letter could sadden her and fill her night with

6Hujkleberr Finn, p. 305. 7Tom Sanyer, p. 25.
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sighs, and troubled thoughts, and bodings of the future,
instead of filling it with peace and blessing it with
restful sleep.8

Mark Twain has one good example of the kind of women men

like to think are typical. She is Sandy, in The Connecticut

Yankee. She was likable and agreeable, but the Yankee objected

to her constant talk. By the end of the book he married her

and found life unenduraole when he was away from her. However,

when he first met her he was disgusted with her chatter:

She had a flow of talk that was as steady as a mill,
and made your head sore like the drays and wagons in a
city. If she had had a cork she would have been a com-
fort. But you can't cork that kind; they would die. Her
clack was going all day, and you would think something
would d surely happen to her works, by-and-by; but no, they
never got out of order; and she never had to slack up for
words.

Sandy got the Yankee out of many difficult situations, usually

by her talk, so he could not have too many objections to it.

To another woman she seems most interesting, her chatter en-

joyable if not educational, and her manner restrained if not

coy and demure.

Every book must have some unimportant characters, just

as life has some apparently nondescript members. Such women

were frs. Driscoll and Mrs. Rachel Pratt, but Mark Twain's

explanation of them makes them almost important. He says:

The women were good and commonplace people, and did
their duty and had their reward in clear consciences and
the community's approbation. They were Presbyterians.10

8The Gilded , Vol. I, p. 83.

9A Connecticut Yankee, p. 98. 1 0 Pudd'nhead Wilson, p. 4.
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In the last statement, of course, is a bit of the cryptic

humor which made the author famous.

Most of the women in the novels, however, were not so

unimportant as the ladies of the Presbyterian faith. Morgan

le Fay was very vital. She had too much personality, perhaps,

for she was vital and cruel. She had made everyone believe

she was a sorceress, so her subjects were afraid of her. Al-

though she was very beautiful, her history was black with

crime, and murder was a common offense with her. Her voice

was melodious and she rippled along a light vein of conver-

sation with the charm of a school-girl. During the visit of

the Yankee and Sandy, however, a page offended her, for in

offering her a golden salver with a drink on it, he outdid

himself in his bowing and accidently touched the garment of

the beautiful queen. She slipped a dirk through him without

missing a word of her story. He? servants removed the body

of the offender without a word of instruction, for they, too,

feared for their lives. Morgan le Fay had all the charm of

a gracious lady trained in loving kindness, but all the cun-

ning of the devil she was.

The most outstanding type of woman in Mark Twain's novels

is a young woman with strength of character and will. She

knows well what she wants in life, and she means to have it,

regardless of the cost to herself or those she loves. Two good

examples of this type of woman are Ruth Bolton and Laura Hawk-

ins. Ruth stopped her mad progress in time but Laura did not.
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Ruth at a young age revolted against her Friend doc-

trines that demanded that a woman be a "lady." She voiced

her sentiment to her parents:

"I wish I could go West, or South, or somewhere.
What a box women are put into, measured for it, and Put
in young; if we go anywhere it's in a box, veiled and
pinioned and shut in by disabilities. Father, I should
like to break things and get loose."ll

Her desire to break the pattern was a natural one and has

been felt by women through the ages. Had she been a poet

like Amy Lowell, she might have written "Patterns":

I walk down the garden paths,
And all the daffodils
Are blowing, and the bright blue squills.
I walk down the patterned garden-paths
In my stiff, brocaded go-n.
Vith my powdered hair and jewelled fan,
I too am a rare
Pattern. As I wander down
The garden paths.

Ruth Bolton further expressed her defiance of the prescribed

life in a conversation with her father in which she told him

she wanted to do something instead of rusting just because

she was a girl. He tried to reason with her, telling her

that her mother had not led a useless life. The sharp little

disputant had a ready answer, that it depended somewhat on

whether her children amounted to anything or not. As she

said, "a series of human beings who don't advance any" is not

to be desired. So Ruth chose for herself the medical profes-

sion that was frowned upon for women--most certainly for the

1 1 The Gilded Ae, Vol. I, p. 140.
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daughter of a wealthy New England friend . She was determined

to make a success of her career, and continued it to the det-

riment of her own health. If she was disappointed in her

professional life no one knew it, for she was known to be a

cheerful, sincere student, eager in her investigation. She

was never impatient at anything, except an insinuation that

women had not as much mental capacity for science as rien,

Ruth almost lost her one chance for real happiness, for

she ought to overcome her love for Philip. She was cool

toward his ardor, and at times insulting to hin for his atten-

tions. "And Ruth welcomed Harry with a friendliness that

Philip thought was due to his friend, to be sure, but which

seemed to him too level with her reception of himself."12

Such an attitude on the part of Philip is entirely masculine,

and it has inspired poetry at the hand of Robert Browning:

She thanked men,--goodJ but thanked
Somehow--I know not how--as if she ranked
My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name
ith anybodyts gift.13

Just when Philip was about to lose hope of gaining Ruth's

love she would dror a hint that would completely recaipture

the worried swain:

For Ruth was as serenely unconscious of mischief as
vomen can be at times, and fascinated him more than ever
with her little denurenesses and half-confidences. She
Evena saId theet to hir once in re-roach for a cutting
speech he began. And the sweet little word made his
heart beat like trip-harmer. 1 '

12 ., po. 22. 3 Robert Browning, "My Last Duchess."

IThe (ilded A, Vol. I, p. 227.
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Ruth "found herself" in time, and proved Philip's notion that

"whatever a woman's theories of life might be, she zould come

round to matrimony, only gIve her time," and she and Philip

were happy in their love.

The most dominant woman in Mark Twain's novels is Laura

Hawkins. She is the adopted daughter of the Missouri trades-

man in The Gilded Ag;e. She was a devoted daughter and the

favorite child of the family. She was the beauty of the town,

but when she was young she was not aware of her beauty. "Wil-

ful, generous, forgiving, imperious, affectionate, improvident

-- bewitching, in short--was Laura at this period." 1 6 She was

"not what one calls pretty--she was beautiful." 7 When her

father was ill she ministered to him more tenderly and lov-

ingly than any other member of the family. She wanted to

serve her father and prove that "wearing herself out for the

sake of a person she loves"1 8 is not real labor. Once when

her brother neglected to call her for her midnight watch she

was so harsh in her treatment of him that he realized he had

not been doing Laura a kindness thus to save her, for her re-

buke convinced him that she did not care to be robbed of pre-

clous hours with her father. Besides, it seemed that Mr.

Hawkins turned his eyes toward the door at Laura's appointed

15Ibid., p. 208. 16Ibid., p. 52,

17Ibid., p. 60. 18Ibid., p. 90.
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hour, with an expectancy in them that brightened into con-

tentment as soon as his daughter appeared. Soon, however,

the family fortune dwindled to such a degree that they knew

actual poverty. Laura did not take financial reverses well,

and seemed quite suddenly to become aware of her beauty.

She was proud and she felt the sting of poverty.
She could not but be conscious of her beauty also, and
she was vain of that, and came to take a sort of delight
in the exercise of her fascinations upon the rather lout-
ish young men who came in her way and whom she despised.19

Although some women seem never to rise or fall and are saved

by a conventional life from any character development, Laura

was not one of them. She had the fatal gift which does not

always accompany beauty, which often exists without beauty,

the power of fascination. As her powers of fascination be-

came more apparent she met Colonel Selby, who was captivated

by Laura's charm and beauty. Laura fell hopelessly in love

with him and lavished upon him all the passion she had with-

held from her other suitors. She followed him to a nearby

town, married him, and was soon discarded by him, for he was

already married. She realized too late that she had met a

man who had had considerably more experience with "fascinat-

ing women" than she had had with "charming men." But "Laura

was not much changed. The lovely woman had a devil in her

heart. That was all." 2 0  None of Laura's friends guessed the

1p
Ibid., p. 181. 20Ibid., p. 186.
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reason for the change in the new woman. She had a calm and

poise that seemed completely to envelop her.

It became convenient shortly afterward for Laura to go

to Washington, D. C., where she became a lobbyist for a bill

which involved the sale of some of her land. She completely

sold herself for her ambition to attain wealth and prestige.

She was very gay, and very celebrated, and she did not mind

the customary kinds of gossip which accompany such a spectac-

ular rise. Without knowing that Laura had attained fame and

now was the "beautiful toast of Washington," Colonel Selby

made a mistake he rued the rest of his short life. He, too,

went to Vashington. Laura was delighted. "She saw Colonel

Selby, when the public knew and when it did not know."2 1

No matter how he tried to avoid her, she managed to see him.

Her old fever of love and hatred and jealousy for his wife

spurred her to coax and tease, to threaten, and reproach him.

She reprimanded him for not freeing himself from his wife.

Colonel Selby was beside himself inventing excuses to Laura,

to his wife, and to the public. Laura lost all regard for

convention and propriety. Her passion overcame her assumed

poise, and after careful deliberation she killed her erstwhile

lover and one-time beloved husband. Her studied calmness

took her through the trial and subsequent acquital. "She

would not have entered a drawingroom with more self-poise,

Ibid., p. 84.
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nor a church with more haughty huility. There was in her

manner or face neither shame nor boldness." 2  Itwas not

until she was again free, after a heartbreaking unsuccessful

public appearance, that she was humbled:

"If I could only die."' she said. "If I could only
go back, and be as I was then, for one hour--and hold
my father's hand in mine again, and see all the house-
hold about me, as in the old innocent time--and then
dieJ My God, I am humbled, my pride is all gone, my
stubborn heart repents--have pityJ" 2 3

But it was too late for her repentance to have any good and

lasting effect, for Laura's heart had been over-taxed by the

trial. She died thus--a broken woman.

With such a picture of an apparently strong woman, Mark

Twain's characterization reaches its peak. Laura had no ground

to stand on in justification for her weakened character. Al-

though the reader pities her in her selfishness, he under-

stands her in her hopeless love and excuses her in her des-

peration. Mark Twaints characterization of women is both

understanding and sympathetic.

24Ibid., p. 226. 23Ibid., p. 299.
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CHILDREN

The majority of people are probably more familiar with

Mark Twain's characterization of children than with any other

of his character pictures. He had that rare gift of remem-

bering his own childhood and being able to transmit it to his

reader; and it was not Mark Twain's childhood alone, for the

scenes depicted were such as every normal boy or girl has

experienced--or has wished he or she could experience.

It should be granted that many of Mark Twain's youth-

ful characters are overdrawn. What child of today has had

the extensive adventures of Tom Sawyer or the limitless ac-

quaintances of Huck Finn? But Mark Twain was writing of

another day when even the river waifs were richer far in ex-

periences and sheer enjoyment of adventure than are our chil-

dren of the twentieth century. Most of Mark Twain's children

were drawn from his early life near Hannibal, Missouri. They

are individuals or combinations of individuals whom he knew

intimately or by acquaintance only. From the introduction

to Tom Sawyer we get this word concerning the models for his

child characters:

Huck Finn in life was Tom Blankenship--in this book
being neither elaborated nor glorified. The three boys
who served as models for Tom Sawyer were Sam Clemens
himself, chiefly, and, in a lesser degree, John Briggs
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and Will Bowen, his jolly companions and fellow-pirates.
John Briggs was also the original of Joe Harper in the
book. Samuel Clemens's brother Henry became Sid, though
Henry was in every way a finer character than Sid. He
was a lovable, obedient little fellow, whom the mischiev-
ous Sam delighted in teasing, though he always loved him,
and fought for him oftener than with him. The young lad
later followed his brother to the river, and died in a
steamboat wreck, as told in the Mississippi book...,
The true name of Becky Thatcher was Laura Hawkins, Mark
Twain's favorite girl playmate and school-boy sweetheart.1

Mark Twain manages, either by conversation or direct

description, to endow his children with very typical virtues

and vices of the younger generation, though of ten, perhaps

with "his tongue in his cheek," he makes us realize that we

are not too far removed from our own happy childhood. Tom's

antics with the beetle in church might be heartily disapproved

of by many of us if we, too, had not recently been bored by a

sermon and found welcome relief in the sight of a stray ert,

a moth crazily banging into the light, or the gyrations of a

beetle that the misbehaving offspring of a pious parent had

brought to church. Occasionally, as in The Gilded e, he

endows adults with certain attributes of children, though in

this case he is not particularly flattering to those older

ones:

The little company assembled on the log were all
children (at least in simplicity and broad and compre-
hensive ignorance), and the remarks they made about the
river were in keeping with the character

1 A. B. Paine,-in the introduction to Tom Sayer, p. xv.

The Gilded Aj, Vol. I, p. 20.
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It would be expected that any writer with such a lov-

ing regard for childhood as is shown in The Connecticut

Yankee would be the devoted father that Mark Twain was. No

person who has not watched a sick child could write with

such pathos:

Grateful? It isn't the term. There isn't any term for
it. You know that yourself, if you've watched your child
through the Valley of the Shadow and seen it come back to
life and sweep night out of the earth with one all-illu-
minating smile that you could cover with your hand.3

Although all boys have not had the piratic experiences

of a Tom Sawyer, still they have all wanted to have them:

He would be a pirate) That was it) Now his future lay
plain before him, and glowing with unTiiJ ginable splendor.
How his name would fill the world, and make people shud-
der) How gloriously he would go plowing the dancing seas,
in his long, low, black-hulled racer, the Spirit of the
Storm, with his grisly flag flying at the fore) And at
the zenith of his fame, how he would suddenly appear at
the old village and stalk into church, brown and weather-
beaten, in his black velvet doublet and trunks, his great
jack-boots, his crimson sash, his belt bristling with
horse-pistols, his crime-rusted cutlass at his side, his
slouch hat with waving plumes, his black flag unfurled,
with the skull and cross-bones on it, and hear with
swelling ecstasy the whisperings, "It's Tom Sawyer the
Piratel--the Black Avenger of the Spanish Main)"4

Tom and his friends loved adventure, as any child does,

but they loved their homes, too. When Joe, T om, and Huck

were on their camping trip just across the river from their

home town all the boys wished many times for the love and com-

fort St. Petersburg would afford:

But Joe's spirits had gone down almost beyond resurrec-
tion. He was so homesick that he could hardly endure the

TheConnectiut Yankee, p. 409. 4 TomSawyer, p. 75.
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misery of it. The tears lay very near the surface.
Huck was melancholy, too. Tom was downhearted, but
tried hard not to show it.5

whetherr the pictures of childhood are pathetic, as are

some of them in Pudd 'nnead Wilson or highly entertaining as

they are in Ton iSawyer, the reader is mindful of their au-

thenticity. No boy ever liked to wash. Men know it, mothers

know it, and Mark Twain reminded us of the fact when he gave

us the picture of Tom Sawyer fingering the soap, looking at

the water in the basin, rolling up his sleeves, emptying the

water, and wiping his dirty hands and face on the towel, un-

touched by the water.

Some critics would have us believe that Mark Twain con-

stantly made fun of his early narrow church training. It is

probably true that he was a scoffer of organized religion.

But many of his pictures of Tom's Sunday School days are so

vivid that if scoffing produced them, we must admire the

scoffer) Tomfs Sunday School class was just the kind every-

one has participated in, or taught, or heard about, "rest-

less, noisy, and troublesomet6 and his choice of memory

verses is indeed familiar:

Tom bent all his energies to the memorizing of five verses,
and he chose part of the Sermon on the Mount, because he
could find no verses that were shorter.7

Mark Twain's religious beliefs might have been questionable,

but certainly not his child psychology yEven Huck Finn had

56'Ibid., p. 137. 6lbicx. p. 5. 7lbid#$ p. 2'*
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Ihis own religious convictions, peculiar though they might

have been:

I says, now I reckon the widow or the parson or somebody
prayed that this bread would find me, and here it has
gone and done it. So there ain't no doubt but there is
something in that thing--that is, there's something in
it when a body like the widow or the parson prays, but
it don't work for me, and I reckon it don't work for
only just the right kind.8

hark Twain's children did not choose to work, which

further proves his descriptions are accurate. But work can

be pleasant under the right circumstances, and Tom managed

to find it so when he could sit back and watch his comrades

whitewash the fence while he "worked" at managing the job.

He knew that work is not hard when there is company, but

work done alone is agonizing. So he chose to get the water

from the town pump:

Ee remembered that there was company at the pump. White,
mulatto, and negro boys and girls were always there wait-
ing their turns, resting, trading playthings, quarreling,
fighting, skylarking. t

Quarreling and fighting were a necessary part of the

development of his boys and certainly did not carry with

them any malice or hatred. His boys fought and enjoyed thex-

selves. Tom's quarrel with the new boy in town was a hard

one to start. Perhaps the trouble lay in the training of the

new boy; perhaps his reluctance lay somewhere hidden in his

fine clothes:

8 Huckleberry Finn, p. 52. 9 Tom Sawyer, P. 13.
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A new-comer of any age or either sex was an im-
pressive curiosity in the poor little shabby village of
St. Petersburg. This boy was well dressed, too--well
dressed on a week-daay. This was simply astounding.
His cap was a dainty thing, his close-buttoned blue clothroundabout was new and natty, and so were his pantaloons.
He had shoes on--and it was only Friday. He even wore a
necktie, a bright bit of ribbon. He had a citified air
about him that ate into Tomts vitals.10

Whatever the excuse for the delay, the dares were soon on,

lines with prohibited areas were soon drawn, and the fight

began, with the usual outcome--a fast friendship. Tom and

his friend, Joe Harper, who were "sworn friends all the week,

and embattled enemies on Saturdays, "11 found that a quarrel

was the stimulus for true comradeship,

Mark Ta in never neglects the marvelous Imagination of

childhood. Though his pirate tales are perhaps the most

familiar, or the superstitious antics of Huck and Tom with

the dead cat in the graveyard are more humorous, still many

others are worthy of note. In The Gilded Age Mr. Hawkins

asked his young son, Jashington, what he would do with the

money when their fabulous Tennessee land was sold. Washington

thou-St about it, and soon had his answer:

"I don't know, father. Sometimes I think I'll have
a balloon and go up in the air; and sometimes I think I'll
naMe ever so many books; and sometimes I think I'll have
ever so many weather-cocks and water wheels; or have
machine like that one you and Colonel Sellers bouht; aidsometries I think I'll have -- wvell, someho w I don't know--
somehow I ain't certain; maybe Ill get a steamboat first.,12

1 Ibi ded j.1 IIp Ibid.,,42

TPhe Gi lded ,L Vol. I, p. 42.
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L> aaaps it is the picture of a boy coming down the street

with h iagntion at full seed:

Ben's gait was the hop-skip-and jump--proof enough that
his heart was light and his anticipations high. He was
eating an apple, and giving a long, melodious whoop, at
intervals, followed by a deep-toned ding-dong-dong, ding-
dong-dong, for he was personating a steamboat. As he
drew near, he slackened speed, took the middle of the
street, leaned far over to starboard and rounded to pon-
derously and with laborious pomp and circumstance--for
he was personating the Big Missouri, and considered him-
self to be drawing nine feet ofwater. He was boat and
captain and engine-bells combined, so he had to imagine
himself standing on his own hurricane-deck giving the
orders and executing them.1 3

Although young people live in the world of the imagina-

tion there is a strong distaste very often for adults' stories

of the imaginary or the past. Many stories have been spoiled

for children when the answer to their query "Is it true?"

was in the negative. Mark Twain did not miss this phase in

the child, for he has Huck Finn, who surely lived in the realm

of the imagination, show his disappointment in a biblical

story because it was not "current":

After supper she got out her book and learned me about
Moses and the Bulrushers, and I was in a sweat to find
out all about him; but by and by she let it out that
Moses had been dead a considerable long time; so then I
didn't care no more about him; because I don't take no
stock in dead people.14

Punishment for children has always been a controversial

subject, but we must admit that although a whipping is quicker

and easier to administer, it is not always so effective nor

so lasting as a "tongue lashing." Many boys and girls have

3TomSawyer, p. 14, 14Huckle r Finn, p. 2.
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wished for a whipping and a quick restoration to the good

graces of their parents in preference to the scoldings, de-

nials, or tears of a parent. Tom Sawyer felt this same

preference:

His aunt wept over him and asked him how he could
go and break her old heart so; and finally told him togo on, and ruin himself and bring her gray hairs with
sorrow to the grave, for it was no use for her to try
any more. This was worse than a thousand whippings, and
Tom's heart was sorer now than his body.15

All of Mark Twain's child characters are not admirable.

Sid, Tom's brother, is the sort of boy other boys enjoy
Leasing, because he is such a poor sport. He tattles on his

brother and other boys, but never seems to get caught in any

of his numerous mischievous pranks. He always arranges to

have his "geography" before his face when the teacher sees

the other boys looking guilty. Huckleberry Finn may be

seen, too, from the less desirable side. Huck's unpopular-

ity was certainly not with the boys but with their mothers:

Huckleberry was cordially hated and dreaded by all the
mothers of the town, because he was idle and lawless
and vulgar and bad--and because all their children ad-
mired him so, and delighted in his forbidden society,
and wished they dared to be like him,...

Huckleberry came and went, at his own free will.
He slept on doorsteps in fine weather and in empty hogs-
heads in wet; he did not have to go to school or to
church, or call any being master or obey anybody; he
could go fishing or swimming when and where he chose,
and stay as long as it suited him; nobody forbade him
to fight; he could sit up as late as he pleased; he was
always the first boy that went barefoot in the spring and
the last to resume leather in the fall; he never had to

1 5 Tom Savyer, p. 97.
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wash, nor put on clean clothes; he could swear wonder-
fully. In a word, everything that goes to make life
precious, that boy had. So thought every harassed,
hampered, respectable boy in St. Petersburg.16

Even Huck, though, had his fine points, for Mark Twain must

have reasoned with many that there is much good in the

wors t of boys.

Huck's supreme virtue is his loyalty--loyalty to Nigger
Jim, loyalty to his disreputable brute of a father, loy-alty even to those two river tramps and frauds, the kingand the duke, for whom he lied prodigiously, pitying
them in their misfortune.17

Huck risked his life, or at least his own safety for two

cut-throats and murderers whom he had never seen before, by

sending a man to rescue them from a stranded boat. So, al-

though the mothers of the St. Petersburg youths might have

objected to Huck's manners and appearance, his basic prin-

ciples were high.

To the most typical boy in literature, Tom Sawyer, came

the admiration and envy of all the town boys, for several

reasons:

He was the envy of every boy he met because the gap inhis upper row of teeth enabled him to expectorate in a
new and admirable way. 1 8

Smaller boys than himself flocked at his heels, as proud
to be seen with him, and tolerated by him, as if he hadbeen tne drummer at the head of a procession or the ele-phant leading a menagerie into town. Boys of his ownsize pretended not to know he had been away at all; but

1 6 Ibid., p. 54.

17A. B. Paine in the introduction to Huckleberry Finn,
p. xvii.

18 Tom Sawyer, p. 54.
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they were consuming with envy, nevertheless. They
would have given anything to have that swarthy, suntan-
ned skin of his, and his glittering notoriety; and Tom
would not have parted with either for a circus.19

Tom was not a particularly good student at school, and

the reader might rightfully suppose that he was not popular

with his teachers who made an attempt to maintain decorum.

Tom was not always guilty, however, when he was punished,

but he was so often in the wrong that it was not worth his

time to remonstrate when wrongfully accused:

Tom took his whipping and went back to his seat not at
all broken-hearted, for he thought it was possible that
he had unknowingly upset the ink on the spelling-book
himself, in some skylarking bout--he had denied it for
form's sake and because it was custom, and had stuck to
the denial from principle.20

One cannot leave the subject of Mark Twain's character-

ization of children without mentioning Tom Sawyer's Olassic

school-boy love affair with Becky Thatcher. His courting

of the little girl is typical of most courting with his show-

off antics and his protective ways:

He worshipped this new angel with furtive eye, till
he saw that she had discovered him; then he pretended he
did not know she was present, and began to "show off" in
all sorts of absurd boyish ways, in order to win her ad-
miration. He kept up this grotesque foolishness for some
time; but by and by, while he was in the midst of some
dangerous gymnastic performances, he glanced aside and
saw that the little girl was wending her way toward the
house. Tom came up to the fence and leaned on it, griev-
in-, and hoping she would tarry yet awhile longer. She
halted a moment on the steps and then moved toward the
door. Tom heaved a great sigh as she put her foot on the
threshold. But his face lit up, right away, for she
tossed a ansy over the fence a moment before she dis-
appeared. -1

19 Ibid.,p. 159. 20Ibid., p. 173. 21Ibid., p. 22.
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Mark Twain's men characters have the same general traits

as his others--they are good and bad, and are drawn from his

own vast experiences. It is very difficult to "sort" the

men in his fiction so there will be consistent organization.

"There is so much good in the worst of us, and so much bad

in the best of us," that selecting the characters as to "good"

or "bad" mirht depend on which page is 6eing read. That is

not entirely the whole story, for although a character may

not be entirely good or bad, still his influence and general

attitude might be considered on one side or the other.

David Vilson, for example, contributed all his interest

and idle time for the amusement of himself and the better-

ment of his fellow-townsmen. He was a yoxng man who had

been to law school, and had come to Dawson's Landinr vith

the express purpose of opening a law office. He was a homely

fellow, with intelligent blue eyes with a covert twinkle of

a Pleasant sort. He was frank and companionaole, and would

have made friends easily. But towns have a habit of not ac-

cepting everybody with open arms, and Dawson's Landing was

no exception. Young David made a humorous remark to a group

of townspeople, and the men, who were void of humor, doubted
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David's good sense. From that day on he was known as

"Pudd'nhead Wilson" even to the time when he was honored

and respected for his ability at law:

He was a cipher in the estimation of the public,
and nobody attached any importance to what he thought
or did. He was liked, he was welcome enough all around,
but he simply didn't count for anything.

Pudd'nhead was trusted, even by the negroes of the community,

for he was just and honest in all his relationships; but

sometimes he was dreaded by those who had transgressed, be-

cause they knew his honesty would find them out. He was a

good man, an honest, upright citizen, worthy of trust and

admiration.

Some people inherit goodness. By reason of their birth

it seems there is no other way, except for such people to

be good, esteemed citizens. Such a heritage accompanied the

Old Virginian, York Driscoll. In Missouri the natives rec-

ognized as superior those people who had come from Virginia

and could prove descent from the First Fanilies of that com-

monwealth. His inherited set of morals was closely guarded

and adhered to, even though such adherence meant injury to

someone else, or breaking of some other set of laws or morals.

Religion, law, and love must yield to honor as was set forth

in the Old Virginian Code. York Leicester Driscoll had for

forty years been the proud possessor of an old Virginia her-

itage. He was the county court judge. He was the guileless

1Pudd'nhead Wilson, p. 40.
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sort of person who "sees no evil, hears no evil," and surely

"does no evil!" It was beyond the scope of his limited im-

agination to believe that his nephew, adopted by him when the

child was just toddling, could be guilty of staining the fam-

ily honor:

He was very proud of his old Virginia ancestry, and
in his hospitalities and his rather formal and stately
manner he kept up its traditions. Hewas fine and just
and generous. To be a gentleman--a gentleman without
stain or blemish--was his only religion, and to it he
was always faithful. He was respected, esteemed, and
beloved by all the community. He was well off, and was
gradually adding to his store.2

Sometimes goodness is a negative quality rather than a pos-

itive one. Since Judge Driscoll was not a good father to

his wayward nephew, simply because he was too busy being

good, then surely his virtue was negative.

Perhaps the day of the typical Southern gentleman is

over, but Mark Twain gave us a picture of him that is surely

classic. Huck Finn described him for us:

Col. Grangerford was a gentleman, you see. He was
a gentleman all over; and so was his family. He was well
born, as the saying is, and that's worth as much in a
man as it is in a horse, so the Widow Douglas said, and
nobody ever denied that she was of the first aristocracy
in our town; and pap he always said it, too, though he
warn't no more quality than a mudcat himself.3

Colonel Grangerford was the master of his household, not be-

cause he demanded obedience, but rather because he commanded

respect and the family loved to please him. He was kind and

gentle and people enjoyed being around him. He was tall and

3Huckleberry Finn, p. 146.21-bid., p. 3.
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His black eyes were so deep-set that it seemed he was look-

ing out of caverns. There was usually sunshine and merri-

ment in them, but when they clouded over everyone was afraid

of his wrath. The thing that awed Huck so much was the fact

that he wore white linen suits and a fresh vhite shirt every

day. He was a gentleman from head to toe. In spite of all

his fine looks and elegant manners, Colonel Grangerford was

a "feuding lord." The stateliness was sham, for underneath

the elegance was a kill-or-be-killed philosophy that is not

consistent with his fancy dress. Such a gentleman was common

in the earlier days of our country's development, so it is

appropriate that he be described. Huck Finn tells us further

aoout the Grangerfords, in contrast to his description of

the old colonel:

Next Sunday we all went to church, about three mile,
everybody a-horseback. The men took their guns along, so
did Buck, and kept them between their knees or stood the
handy against the wall. The Shepherdsons done the same.

The Southern gentlemen were not far removed from the chival-

rous knights of King Arthur.

The only older man whom Mark Twain pictured as being

thoroughly good was Eli Bolton. He was a wealthy Eastern

business man who had many opportunities to be crafty and dis-

honest in his dealings. But Eli Bolton was not tempted, for

he was steeped in the traditions of his Friend Church:

4Ibid.,p. 152.
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All his life Eli Bolton had been giving young fel-
lows a lift, and shouldering the losses when things turned
out unfortunately. His ledger, take it altogether, would
not show a balance on the right side; but perhaps the
losses on his books will turn out to be credits in a
world where accounts are kept on a different basis. The
left hand of the ledger will appear the right, looked at
from the other side.

Mr. Bolton was always willing to listen to some young man's

unsound ideas and to offer him the helpful assurance and ad-

vice that Mr. Bolton's seniority had given him. If financial

aid was needed the fatherly man supplied it. He was a good

friend and confidante of his daughter as well. She knew her

father would stand by her through her decisions, although her

choice of a career was not his own. He was kind and under-

standing, a devoted feather and husband, and a loyal friend

and UpE3,

3_ lawkins, a midwestern tradesinanwas a peculiar sort

of man. He was the unusual combination of dreamer and real-

ist. He dreamed dreams thi:t were fantastic, fabulous, even

impossible; but he dreamed them so sincerely that they be-

came a part of him and his family, coloring their actions.

There was always some big scheme to take his money, some new

invention to take his time, or some enterprise to take his

strength. And yet Si Hawkins was realist because he could

make money. Probably he was a good salesmen because he was

so genuinely fond of people. Because of his friendship with

the townspeople, he prospered; but he was still a dreamer.

The Gilded jE_, Vol. I, p. 258.
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He kept enlarging his worldly stores with an eye for today's

coiftort, but never for to-morrow's security. He had the first

two-story house in the neighborhood and a lightning-rod on

it that attracted people for miles. They couldn't believe

that lightning could hit that little stick very often. The

new parlor carpet from St. Louis and all the store furniture

could not keep Hawkins from making poor investments, and

soon the fortune reached a "new low" and poverty was the

rule in the Hawkins' household. Clay, the adopted son, was

the first one to realize that the change in finances had

taken much from his father's enthusiasms. He noticed that

each reverse had weakened his father's spirit and impaired

his energies; his last misfortune seemed to have 1eft hope

and ambition dead within him; he had no projects, formed no

plans--he was apparently a vanquished man. He seemed re-

lieved to know that Clay was doing well and resigned himself

to let the son support him. Clay was as good as his father,

and lovingly accepted the responsibility his father had given

him. When he left home he knew that henceforth he was to have

the full responsibility for the family. Si Hawkins must have

been a good father, for Clay considered it a privilege rather

than a burden to work for the support of his father and his

obligations.

One of the finest descriptions of a man occurs in A

Connecticut Yankee. Mark Twain has been reputed to be very
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scornful of monarchies and royalty of any sort; yet he gave

a description of King Arthur that is completely captivating.

In the beginning, the picture he painted is one of an intel-

lectual weakling.

He wasn't a very heavy weight, intellectually. His
head was an hour-glass; it could stow an idea, but it
had to do it a grain at a time, not the whole idea at
once. 6

The Yankee agreed to take the king with him on an adventure

trip, in order that the king might know how his subjects

lived. When he was dressed in the coarse clothes of a peas-

ant he was no longer the comeliest man in the kingdom, but

just as unattractive as most of the slaves and commoners.

They proceeded on their journey, with the Yankee carrying a

knapsack for his majesty, in case the coarse fare of the

country folk proved too sudden a change for his delicate

stomach. It was difficult for the Yankee to accompany the

king, for royalty is not always adaptable to situations.

King Arthur tried his best, but he walked too straight, he

talked too learnedly, he was too mannerly. He was a constant

source of worry to the Yankee, lest the peasants discover

the king's real identity:

If I could have forseen what the thing was going to
be like, I should have said, No, if anybody wants to make
his living exhibiting a king as a peasant, let him take
the layout.7

As the trip progressed, the Yankee rehearsed the king so that

6 The Connecticut Yankee, p. 277. 7 -b-id., p. 266.
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he might be a better peasant. He complained that the king

didn't stoop enough, and the king's answer showed that he

was learning:

"Give me, then, the bag. I will learn the spirit
that goeth with burdens that have not honor. It is the
spirit that stoopeth the shoulders, I ween, and not the
weight; for armor is heavy, yet it is a proud burden,
and a man standeth straight in it....Nay,, but me no buts,
offer me no objections. I will have the thing. Strap
it upon my back." 8

Before much longer, the Yankee and the king found themselves

face to face with a situation that called for men not weak-

lings. They entered a house where the dread smallpox had

taken several members of the family, and several more were

dying of the disease. The Yankee urged the king to leave,

but the king felt that by giving himself in service, he could

become a part of his people:

Here was heroism at its last and loftiest possibil-
ity, its utmost summit; this was challenging death in the
open field unarmed, with all the odds against the chal-
lenger, no reward set upon the contest, and no admiring
world in silks and cloth-of-gold to gaze and applaud;
and yet the king's bearing was as serenely brave as it
had always been in those cheaper contests where knight
meets knight in equal fight and clothed in protecting
steel. He was great now; sublimely great.9

By some misfortune the two highest ruling men in the kingdom,

the king and his prime minister, the Yankee, were taken pris-

oners and sold as slaves. A very humorous and understandable

situation arose when the two men were sold:

8lbid., p. 277. 9-Ib-id.,y p. 284.
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The king of England brought seven dollars, and his

prime minister nine; whereas the king was easily worth
twelve dollars and I as easily worth fifteen.1

It was not being sold that brought shame to the two men, but

the price they brought. The king worried and fretted be-

cause his sale-price was so much less than that of the aver-

age peasant. The highest tribute the Yankee paid to King

Arthur was after they had been slaves for a number of weeks.

The slave-driver had beaten the king unmercifully in a vain

attempt to reduce his spirit; but it could not be done:

Even that dull clod of a slave-driver was able to see
that there can be such a thing as a slave who will re-
main a man till he dies; whose bones you can break, but
whose manhood you can'tZ...The fact is, the king was a
good deal more than a king, he was a man; and when a
man is a man, you can't knock it out of him.11

If Mark Twain's motive was to ridicule royalty, then he surely

missed his aim, for his pictures of King Arthur and the lit-

tle prince in The Prince and the PaUer, were tributes to

the people who were "born to the purple."

Mark Twain had a very warm spot in his heart for the

rogues of the community. Any irresponsible loafers, silly

fops, or even vicious characters he seemed to portray with

a sympathy and understanding that is touching. He gave them

such warmth of character that one wonders if he did not pre-

fer them to the more wholesome people. At least the good

men and women lack much of the charm that some of the less

conventional characters have.

1 1 Ibid., p. 355.10 Ibid., p. 352.
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Washington Hawkins was, perhaps, one of the least of-

fensive of the "unwholesome" characters. His classification

with them comes more from his negative qualities than his

bad ones. He simply was not much man. He was a dreamer like

his father and his good friend Colonel Sellers, and was an

easy prey for anyone with half a mind. People recognized

in him his adaptability to enter upon any plan proposed.

Washington never bothered to think an idea entirely through.

If it sounded good on the first telling, then he was in fa-

vor of it. His love affairs he managed in much the same

way, never bothering with anything except the first notice

of the girl's beauty. He easily fell madly in love, and at

times the feeling for the same girl lasted for several weeks.

When he met the daughter of his employer the vision of beauty

was quite enough for him, and soon he was in the midst of a

rather enveloping love affair. He plunged into this affair

in the same way that he did everything else--upon impulse

and without reflection. There was never anything constant

about ashington. His moods depended entirely on what day

of the week it was. His hopes were in the clouds one day,

and in the gutter the next. There was nothing alert about

him, for he "never heard any noise of any kind after his eyes

were shut. Some people thought he never did when they were

open, either.tt12 Washington was entirely irresponsible, not

1 'The Gilded Age, Vol. II, p. 67.
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only for other people's acts, but for his own, as well. It

never occurred to him that it might be his responsibility

to get himself ready for a trip, for he had other things on

his mind. If there was a horse and cart to be called, some

member of the family called it; if his case was to be packed,

his mother or brother or sisters took care of it. He wasn't

what one would call shiftless; he was heedless and did not

think of such trivia. Because of his utter indifference to

obligation and responsibility, Washington Hawkins aligns him-

self with the undesirable characters of Mark Twain's fiction.

Another fop in The Gilded Age is Harry Brierly. Harry

has some more positive qualities than poor Washington. At

least he took care of himself. He was a dandy whose only

time and attention were for his own health and happiness. He

was good looking and made the most of his looks by glorifying

them with handsome clothes, He was the sort of man who de-

mands and gets the attention that is usually afforded men of

great wealth, for Harry always impressed people as having

a large fortune. He strutted, he demanded, he had the lordly

air that awed the people whose attention he was demanding.

Whether he was in a city or a small town, or merely working

in the field at engineering, he made the same show of manners

and dress which would indicate wealth and polish:

It made no difference, however, whether Harry was
in his room in, a hotel or in a tent, Philip soon found,
he was just the same. In camp he would get himself up
in the most elaborate toilet at his command, polish his
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long boots to the top, lay out his work before him, and
spend an hour or longer, if anybody was looking at him,
humming airs, knitting his brows, and "working at
engineering; and if a crowd of gaping rustics were look-
ing n all the while it was perfectly satisfactory to
him.-

There was nothing sincere in Harryts actions until he fell

in love with Laura Hawkins. Even then, until he was rather

hopelessly inveigled, he courted with the effect in mind. He

tried smiling at other women in the hopes that Laura would be

jealous, but she scarcely noticed him, which only served as

an aggravation to his hopeless love. He pouted when she ig-

nored him as a boy pouts when his first-grade teacher ignores

his antics. He became irritable, jealous, and very unhappy.

Then he became a typical lover. When he saw that even his

indifference would not win her, he gave himself to the task

of being ever-ready when she wanted him, with the usual result:

she used him as a means to gain influence with her own lover.

Harry innocently accompanied Laura to the hotel where she

murdered Colonel Selby. Being involved in such a scandal was

more than Harry had anticipated when he allowed himself the

luxury of such a love affair, so he left town in utter cha-

grin and with a very shattered pride.

Another rather unconventional character is the Yankee

who found himself in a very unusual position in the Court of

King Arthur. It would be a situation that would delight any

13Ibid., p. 127.
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of us, but few could make as good use of his advantage as

did the Yankee. it once he used his prophetic knowledge of

several hundred years to come, which was but history to him,

to set himself up in authority over the court. His power

was colossal, his dominion far-reaching, his influence felt

widely. He is unparalleled in the novels for conceit. He

thinks there is nothing he cannot do, and since he has such a

tremendous advantage over his associates, his conceit is ap-

propriate. He admitted his love for the spectacular. His

knowledge was very vast for a laborer of the 1800's in Amer-

ica, which is a weak point, perhaps, in Mark Twaints charac-

terization; however, since the entire book is a farce it is

not too grotesque. He knew the date of the total eclipse:

I knew that the only total eclipse of the sun in the
first half of the sixth century occurred on the 21st of
June, t. D. 528 0. S., and began at 3 minutes after 12
noon.14

Such knowledge from a common laborer, even of today, would

be a joy to a history teacherJ His mechanical skill might

be a bit more believable, for in Hartford, Connecticut, he

was a mechanic. He had tinkered with all sorts of mechan-

ical devices and was skilled in the manufacture of most of

them, He had invented many other contrivances, and was ac-

quainted with the use of all. His love of the spectacular

soon took charge, and although something might be done

AConnecticut Yankee, p. 15.
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simply, he chose a grandiose way to use the miracle. Instead

of punishing old Merlin in a quiet way, he chose to blow up

his dungeon with dynamite in order to impress the people

into proper respect; instead of merely repairing a leaking

well, he brought fire out of heaven to restore it to use.

Everything he did showed his love of the bizarre, and

equally, showed Mark Twainfs love of the spectacular and

"unorthodox." The true story of Mark Twain ts love of the

unusual is shown in his wanting to wear the flowing red gown

which Oxford University bestowed upon him. On any occasion

he might choose to wear it, as he did for his daughter's

wedding.

One of the few really vicious characters in the novels

is one with whom the reader has the profoundest sympathy. He

appears in Pudd'nhead Wilson as Tom Driscoll. When Tom was

born in the big white house, Chambre de Valet, or Chambers

as he was more frequently called, was born in a little shack

on the estate to Roxana, a slave-girl who was as white in

appearance as Tom's mother. Roxana had the care of the two

bacbies, for Tom's mother died at his birth. Since Chambers

was apparently white, with only one-thirty-second negro blood,

and the two babies looked so much alike,.Roxana soon conceived

the idea of exchanging the babies and letting her son become

the heir 'to the Driscoll estate. For clarity, the usurper

was thereafter referred to as Tom, and the white child who

had lost his place, as Charbers. "Tom" was a bad baby from
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the beginning. He cried and held his breath and made life

most miserable for all around him. It is easy to suppose

die manner in which the two children were treated:

Tom got all the petting, Chambers got none. Tom
got all the delicacies, Chambers got mush and milk,
and clabber without sugar. In consequence, Tomlwas 
sickly child and Ch ambers wasn't. Tom was "fractious,"
as Roxy called it, and overbearing; Chabers was meek
and docile.15

It was not long before Roxy was sorry for what she had done

because her own child was so unkind to her; 'but she feared

the consequence and know that she had no way to prove her

statement, should she tell of the exchange she had made.

Tom was impudent to Roxy and hated her care. He soon let

her know her "place" and put an end to any display of affec-

tion she had previously given him. He was a surly young

boy whom all the neighborhood boys disliked. He took advan-

tage of Chambers, his faithful bodyguard, which made him even

less popular with his associates than he might have been.

He gave Chambers much practice in fighting, for there were

always some white boys whom Tom thoroughly hated and who

provided excellent fighting material. He was vicious in all

his play, tormenting, bullying, kicking, clawing, always

trying to do something to discredit his friends or mar their

happy times. His uncle recognized that the boy was unpop-

ular, and since he now had the care of him after his father's

15Puddinhead Wilson, p. 28.
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death, he sent him away to a boarding school, in the vain

hope that his absence might heal some of the hard feelings

that had grown up against him. It did help some, for a bit

of Tom's surliness and brusqueness was lost. Instead of

these faults, however, he acquired others Which left him

still the most hated man in the town. He was indolent and

made no attempt to find an occupation; he drank liquor freely

and openly, and gambled successfully on occasions when he

knew his uncle would not hear of it. Although by this time

his mother had been given her freedom, his attitude toward

her had not changed; he was still mindful that she was once

his slave, so he made no false attempt to be kind to her.

"Time had not modified his ancient detestation of the humble

drudge and protector of his boyhood, it was still bitter and

uncompromising.t16 His mother took insult and wrong from

her son as long as she could, and then in a fury she told

him of the exchange that was made in the cradle and how Cham-

bers was the rightful heir to the Driscoll estate, while he

was but the white son of his one-time slave and hated mother.

It would have been a frightening revelation to anybody, but

to Tom, who had so wilfully abused the negroes who had cared

for him, it was terrifying! His reaction to the news was

pathetic, for his lifelong habits were altered in a short

time. He found that he gave the sidewalk to loafers because

1 6 Ibid., p. 61.
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of the "nigger" in him; he could not offer his hand for a

hearty shake because of the "nigger" in him; he could not

sit with Rowena, the love of his life, because of the "nig-

ger" in him. Naturally this new attitude was noticeable to

friends and neighbors, and when they eyed him curiously it

made him even more self-conscious and forced him to flee to

the hilltops for solitude. He felt that the curse of Ham

was upon him. In order to save Tom from a gambling debt,

Roxana offered to let him sell her back into slavery although

she had been freed years before. He readily agreed, but

betrayed her in the deal, for he sold her "down the river,"

which was a dire disaster in the mind of any negro. When

she saw him again, after a very daring escape, he had an

explanation, but she accused him:

"That could you do? You could be Judas to yot own
mother to save yo' ruthless hidel Would anybody believe
it? No--a dog couldn't) You is de low-doinest orneriest
hound dat was ever pup'd into dis worll--en I's 'spon-
sible for itJ"--and she spat on him.17

Tom had sunk so low that even being spat on by a negro wench

did not phase him. He had reached the lowest possible level.

Mark Twain's characterization of Tom is so pathetic and

so poignant that the reader knows he understood and loved

the negro. Indeed, his wife once told him he should consider

everybody black until he was proved white, then he would be

more tolerant of men.

1 7 Ibid., p. 161.



97

The most famous type of man of Mark Twain's creations

is the talkative man who exaggerates everything he says or

does. Two such exaggerating vagabonds who appear in Huckle-

y Finn were frauds. Their appearance in the book was

similar to the appearance of such characters in the early

days of the steamboat trade on the Mississippi. They went

up and down the countryside taking in huge sums of money by

any means, fair or foul, that they had not too recently used.

One of the men was about seventy years old, the other about

thirty. Despite the difference in age, there was a great

similarity both in dress and manner. The same sort of rag-

ged blue jeans and battered-up boots graced the two men.

Apparently neither had any intention of fooling the other,

but they did fool Nigger Jim and Huck Finn for awhile. In

the explanation of their coming to the raft, one claimed to

be a duke, while the other confessed he was the lost dauplin

to Louis XVI of France and Marie Antoinette, rumored to have

been hidden in the United States. Both had elaborate expla-

nations concerning the reason for their shabby state of

affairs: misfortune, ill luck, poor health, and pestilence.

For source material for the two Mark Twain had looked far:

The duke was patterned after a journeyman printer Clemens
had known in Virginia City, but the king was created out
of refuse from the whole human family--"all tears and
flapdoodle," the very ultimate of disrepute and hypocrisy
--so perfect a specimen that one must admire, almost love
him. "Hain't we got all the fools in town on our side?
and ain't they a big enough majority in any town?" he
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asks in a critical moment--a remark which ranks him as
a philosopher of classic distinction.1 8

There follow a series of frauds that excel even tabloid

accounts. One of the men was an actor, knew a bit of

Shakespeare at any rate, so he taught the other one several

parts, and they gave one of the unfortunate towns a perform-

ance. Romeo was never fonder, Juliet never lovelier than

these picaresque actors portrayed them; but the audience

did not share the actors' opinions of themselves, so the

show left town with the principal characters in a bit of dis-

grace. One of them knew a little printing, so the first

opportunity he found when a print shop was available and the

printer was not, he printed a number of false handbills to

further their financial gains. At one time they attended

a camp meeting and one of them "got religion" and wanted to

become a missionary to his pirate friends. He gave a very

tearful testimonial to the congregation concerning the great

change that had come over his life, and his determination to

preach to his wayward co-pirates. He was permitted to "pass

the hat" since missionary work requires a sizable purse.

After pocketing a sufficient amount he left town, but had a

sudden change of heart and decided to spend his small fortune

on drink and let someone else preach. This was such a lu-

crative fraud that the king and the duke were sorely grieved

that they did not dare to try it often since their fame had

A. B. Paine in the introduction to Huckleberry Finn,

p. xviii.
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spread and another attempt might be forestalled. The actions

of the king and the duke give the best index to their char-

acters. No one will question their lack of honesty, but

Mark Twain colored them with such sympathy that the reader

finds himself giving them understanding, and he regrets it

when the two men are forced to leave town riding the rail."

To Beriah Sellers go the top honors among Mark Twain's

characterizations of men. He could turn a meager fare of

raw turnips and water into a feast of nectar and ambrosia

by the lilt of his tongue; he could change a cold stove to

a glowing fire-Illed one by a few well-chosen words; and

he could change today's poverty into tomorrow's bounty, be-

cause he believed in himself so thoroughly. No magician's

wand waved over some sordid potion could so completely

change its substance as could the Colonel's version of the

mixture. Upon one of Washington Hawkins' numerous visits to

the Sellers' home he was bitterly cold, but he soon warmed

himself before a glowing stove. As he moved closer to it,

however, he knocked the stove door off and noticed that

inside there was no fuel, just a burning tallow candle,

Colonel Sellers had nearly convinced him that the room was

quite warm. The Colonel was a good man, and his family

was devoted to him. The children were always climbing

over him and being lavishly caressed by him, and his "purring

little wife" listened to his every word as one "who listens
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to oracles and gospels and whose grateful soul is being re-

freshed with the bread of life' 1 9

Upon first acquaintance people were likely to get the

idea that he was wealthy--which was quite all right with

Colonel Sellers! His clothing was not new, but it had "the

air of being entirely satisfied with itself and blandly sorry

for other people's clothes."20 He always "stayed' at the

finest hotels when he was visiting another city. That is, he

did his entertaining in the lobbies of the fine hotels. He

had dinner parties in the best places, and quite by accident,

his billfold was usually elsewhere, and some unsuspecting

fried would have to pay the bill. After an evening of fine

entertainment in the lobby of a hotel he wovtld bid his

friends good-bye, then after they had gone he would retire--

not to apartrrents in the hotel, but to a friend's room in

somie distant part of the city.

Colonel Sellers' personality is best described by two

0 his friend'. firs. Rawkins, the wife of his best friend,

liked him very much, but like any ambitious wife she hated

for her husband to be with hi4 lest souie of the Colonel's

many enthusiasms be caught:

iut of course it's cheerful; he's never downhtarted--
never had any trouble in his life--didn't know it if ne
had I' s sispdeT1- vyjthI that man, Anc ine and

blazing, at that--never gets noon, thouph--leaves off
.nd rises &gNi. Uobody can help liking the creature,

19TI-- Gilded A, Vol. I, p. 68. 2 0 Ibid., p. 67.
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i eqcans so well--but I do dread to come across him
couse 21

a+ain; he's bound to set us all crazy, of course.

Th n Philit Sterlin2g further describes him: "Colonel Sellers

*..is a great frieCd of Harry's who is always trying to build

a hous ee by beginning at the top." 2 2

Colonel Sellers is not to be greatly adired, but his

picture is so sympathetically presented that one cannot help

loving the irresponsible and careless old man.

21 Ibid., p.-12. 2 Ibid., p. 220.



CHAPTER IX

CONCLUSION

There has been no attempt on the part of the writer of

this paper to convince the reader that Mark Twain has a high

place in literary circles. That point should not be debat-

able, for his well-known and" much-loved books witness in his

behalf. His position in literature might be controversial,

however, for there is wide variation in opinion as to the

worth and Importance of Mark Twain's writings. He did not

have the depth of character that could produce Les Miserables

nor A Tale of Two Cities; he did not have the patience to

write and polish Vanity Fair nor The Cloister and tie Hearth;

he did not have the insight into human personalities which

would make it possible to give to the world a Jean Valjean

nor a Sidney Carton; but he had a wit that made people laugh

and forget their troubles and a memory that enabled him to

create Huckleberry Finn and Tom Sawyer. Perhaps he does not

rank with the literary masters, but there are so few undis-

puted great in the history of literature that the less im-

portant ones should corand some attention. Many of us who

are illiterate, too busy, or not so inclined, have had no

contact with the masters in any field. The comic papers sub-

stitute for beautiful literature; the popular orchestras take

102
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the place of Bach or Chopin; cartoons, not Raphael nor Rem-

brandt, satisfy the desire for art. Since the taste of the

masses has never reached a high degree of appreciation, it

is coimendable that the average reader finds Mark Twain so

delightful. He was popular with the reading public of his

day and contributed to their enjoyment if not to their edi-

fication.

Every reader of American periodicals came to recognize
the photographs of that thick shock of hair, those heavy
eyebrows, the gallant drooping little figure, the strik-

ing clothes, the inevitable cigar: all these things
seemed to go with the part of professional humorist, to
be like the caressing drawl of Mark's voice....But at
bottom. he was far other than a mere maker of boisterous
jokes for people with frontier preferences in humor.

He was a passionate, chivalric lover of things Jfir and

good, although too honest to pretend to see beauty and

goodness where he could not personal y detect them--and
an equally passionate hater of evil,

Perhaps he felt his raison d'etre or his sumaum bonum was to

reform the world. At least he made a vain attempt in A Con-

necticut Yankee to deride the monarchies, if not to reform

them, and he ridiculed the "democratic ay of life" as prac-

ticed in Washington, D. C., yet he offered no substitute for

either; indeed, his Yankee used the most radical form of dio-

tatorship to combat its aversions. hen VMark Twain strayed

from the realm of true humor his wit was distorted, for bas-

ically h Wca not natiri1st attempting to brn 1wforth a re-

fined sirrle; he was a droll humorist Who loved to laugh

heartily and enjoyed seeing others enjoy themselves, even

Bliss Perry, ekerican Spirit in Literature, p. 238.
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though their humor might be at his own expense. As long as

he was willing to play his role as humorist he met with the

approval of his readers. It was his cynicism that people

criticized and which certainly dwarfed his ability.

Mark Twain was a common man of unusual ability. The

characters he developed in his novels were no greater than

was he. They, too, were ordinary people. They were specif-

ic rather than general. That is, they were not the kind of

whom you might say, "I know someone just like him," or

that'ss John Jones, my neighbor." They remain themselves,

keeping their own identity, for although they have some at-

tributes of people we know, they are an admixture of many

familiar personalities.

It is interesting to note that his best characteriza-

tions were in his books about boys, namely, Huckleberry Finn

and Tom Sayer, and in these books the title character is

the really fine portrayal. These two boys, as well as the

other children in the books,and the adults., were taken from

his childhood memories rather than from his current friend-

ships or experiences. His children or his friends' children

were not the models for the child characters in the novels.

The models were, rather, the boys and girls with whom he had

played in the cave at Hannibal--the girls whose pigtails he

had pulled, the boys whose teeth he had knocked out--the

never-to-be-forgotten friends of his childhood. It was mem-

ory and experience rather than observation that gave him the
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inspiration for his best efforts. His good portrayals of

adults were copied from his childhood memories as well, for

his parents and other relatives were the principal patterns

for the adults in the novels. Perhaps the critics who cen-

sured his wife and his cultured friends for stifling the gen-

ius in the man knew whereof they spoke, for his manhood expe-

riences offered little inspiration, though considerably more

inhibition than did his wild youth.

As to the general style of characterization, the writer

observes that Mark Twain exaggerated most of what he wrote.

His private life was one of gross exaggerations, so the writ-

ing was a natural outgrowth. His appearance denoted the un-

inhibited personality, his moods ran the gamut of human emo-

tions, his occasionally meticulous, yet more often careless,

use of money showed the same inconsistency, and all of these

characteristics reflected themselves in his extravagant style

of writing. Although personally Mark Twain was inconsistent,

his characters followed the pattern the author laid out for

them. They rarely acted "out of character," and they seemed

always to do the logical and right thing for one of their pe-

culiar personality. The author had a sharp ear for dialect

and his ability as a writer and a public speaker was enhanced

by his having this sense. He could reproduce dialectal vari-

ations with remarkable accuracy, thus giving a truer note

both to his writing and his lecturing.



The characterization in the novels seems to fall in

several natural groups. Mark Twain's flair for the dr atic

lent itself as well to landscape and periods of time as it

did to people. Again, his exaggeration was an inescapable

part of him, for although many episodes were facts they seem

almost burlesqued. Sixth-century England, as seen through

the Connecticut Yankee's eyes, was a country of illiterate

people who knew and followed the leadership of bigoted priests

and intolerant nobility. The priests were the only educated

people in the country, and they were so engulfed by supersti-

tion that their education was but a farce. The nobility were

immoral and grasping, demanding and getting obeisance and

tribute from the slaves and freemen alike. The people were

so bound by poverty and ignorance that they bowed in humble

subservience, but apparently their minds were active, for

they learned readily and were eager students of the Yankee

when he proposed changes in their mode of life. Although

Mark Twain studied Malory's account of the court of King Ar-

thur, and usea it as a basis for his story of that period,

his exaggeration made the history ridiculous, so that it be-

c ane a burlesque rather than a humorous story.

In The Prince and the aUer Mark Twain attempts to give

a picture of England in the sixteenth century. The London he

presents is a city of wide difference in the economic and so-

cial status of its people. The Offal Court residents' houses
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were inadequate, their meals meager, and their family rela-

tionships strained by the difficulties they shared. Even

in those early days, poverty begat crime, so many of the

people from that section of the great city formed mobs of

ruthless ruffians who plundered the nearby country-side.

Near Offal Court was the famous London Bridge, which was a

city in itself, v ith shops of every description and its own

social life. Past the city walls was the residence of the

king. Westminster Palace was just a short way from London,

as far as distance was concerned, but the life and opulence

of the palace residents were far removed from the existence

and squalor of the dregs of society who lived in Offal Court.

As in The Connecticut Yankee, Mark Twain brought out the

great difference in modes of living between the rich and the

poor classes.

In discussing the United States in the nineteenth cen-

tury, Mark Twain made several observations. The people in

the mid-western towns were lazy and shiftless. Their towns

reflected their lack of ambition and their houses showed the

same slovenly manner of living. Neither the towns nor the

houses were well cared for, for both needed paint and atten-

tion. The people were pious and even sanctimonious, yet

their goodness was questionable. They did not love their

neighbors, they were not kind, and they were not honest. But

they went to church and made a show of religion. The rural



108

communities the author portrayed with a bit more warmth and

less malice, for much of his youth had been spent visiting

his uncle's pleasant farm near his Missouri home. One of

the conunities in Huckleberry Finn was this identical farm,

transposed and rearranged to fit the author's fancy. There

is an elaborate dissertation on Washington, D. C. in The

Gilded Age which holds up that capital city to even more rid-

icule than he alloted to Camelot or London. He makes fun of

its location, he makes derogatory remarks about the statesmen

in general, he holds a few of the senators as outstanding

frauds; generally and specifically he mocks the governmental

institutions of which the mass of Americans are proud. He

seemed to take delight in flaunting his contempt for accepted

principles.

In the characterization of people Yark Twain's best work,

as has been previously stated, is his stories of children.

He had a childlike approach to problems and to humor, which

made it seem that he had unusual understanding of the puerile

mnd. His friends were not youthful, although he thoroughly

enjoyed being with his own children, so his work must have

come from his marvelous memory. The author seemed to be en-

tirely lacking in imagination. Primarily he was an expert

reporter on what he saw and did, but to invent a good plot or

a different character was almost impossible for him. His

brain children were without exception copies of those he had

known in his youth.
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His characterizations of women were likewise but good

imitations of originals from his youthful experience. He had

a chivalrous attitude toward them Which was enhanced, proba-

bly, by his deep devotion to his wife. Almost all of the

portrayals of women are flattering pictures which emphasize

their good and minimize their bad qualities.

In the Portrayal of men the reader notes the unusual

sympathy with which Mark Twain views the rogues of the com-

munity. It is not difficult to believe that he much pre-

ferred rascality to piety, for his heroes are endowed with

the former rather than the latter. This sympathetic treat-

ment gives the reader the impression that the author is

standing off laughing at people rather than with people. It

gives to the reader an uncomfortable feeling when he observes

tha t le, too, was a ready prey to the pranks of the charac-

ters. The numerous frauds executed by the duke and the king

in ucklebey Finn, such as the swindle of the innocent

Wilks girls, their Royal Nonesuch, and the deception of the

gullible church-goers, male the reader sympathetic with the

duped rather than the offenders. Even the typical American

boy, Tom Savyer, offends On several occasions by allowing

his friends and loved ones to believe he is dead while he

stands 'by and watches his own funeral. This characteristic

of Mark Twain's writings makes good entertainment but does

not contribute anything lasting. The good in it lies only
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in the first reading, and in the enjoyment the reader derives.

It is interesting , but the material lacks ballast.

Mark Twain's place is assured in the annals of literam

ture by several of his novels .s well sa few of his

CoUfhun of traveIs. Although they are not outstanding books

Lor Jlot development, their fame Iies in the pictures they

present of life in the frontier days of lierice, and in the

portrayal of characters who will Lve in the memory of the

reader.

- ------ ----------- --
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